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INTRODUCTION 

THE ETERNAL FRAGILITY OF POETRY— AN 
ANALOGUE 

The very name of April has a quiet mystery 
when spoken : as if at the sound of those soft and 
liquid letters some haunting memory begins to glow 
with indefinable ecstasies. The name leads one to 
sense a curious kind of secrecy, wherein some stir^ 
ring and changing miracles are happening. It 
lures one into harmony with something intangibly 
but delightfully and poignantly strange. No 
month is named so appropriately. A-P-R-I-L, is 
sound and color of the spirit and substance of 
earth. There is a pagan sensitiveness to grace 
and beauty in the naming. There is a vigorous 
moral courtesy in the reliance upon a name that is 
physically so frail. Yet it is the one month of all 
the year to which we apply the word Eternal. It 
is a Breath, a Vision, a Realization of Immortality. 
In its constant fleetingness of moods, it symbolizes 
Permanence. It is a spiritual flame, burning with 
prophecies and declarations. And its one message 
is Life! 

That is why the spirit of Poetry is so akin to the 
spirit of April. The April mood sanctifies the 
poet's dreams. He has come, through them, to 
realize the eternal grace that beats in the pulse of 
life. April typifies, not so much Resurrection, as 
Recurrence. The great Rhythm with its discords 
is also a Rhythm with its increasing harmonies, 
and it is this Divine Accent which April strikes, 
that opens the vistas of an infinite and eternal con- 
viction of life. 
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This touch of mystery that comes creeping out 
of the shadow into the sunlight, transfiguring all 
with a motionless alchemy of breath, and color, 
and odor, evokes from poetry a similar touch of 
mystery that comes out of the shadows of human 
sorrow and pain into the joyousness of aspiration, 
a transfiguring power of Faith, Hope, and Love, 
quickening the nature of man. 

That cry which Browning uttered is known all 
over the world — *^ Oh, to be in Elngland, now that 
April's there." There is something abiding in the 
knowledge that April makes England different 
from other times. Here is something that lies 
close to the meaning of poetry. And when Bliss 
Carman sings, 

''April orer the Norland now 

Bogles for rapture, rouses pain — ^ 

he calls, too, out of those deeps that lie just below 
the drifting silver haze, veiling meadow and hill, 
for a reading of the mystery that is full of the 
implications rooted in the human heart Even 
though the larger part of mankind feels as Shakes- 
peare voices it, in the Ninety-eighth Sonnet — 

''When proud pide ApriU (drest in all his trim) 
Hath put a spirit of youth in ererything: " 

the ** spirit of youth " in a deeper sense becomes 
for the visioning soul of poetry a reaffirmation of 
our beliefs and ideals, which lead us through mys- 
terious and difficult paths to the cherished perfect- 
ing of mortal conduct. Before the riotous, blos- 
soming of May, the serene intensity of April dawns 
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and twilights prepare the sacraments, and Poetry 
with her habiliment of dreams and visions, carries 
the blessed bread and wine of life for the com- 
munion of supplicant humanity. 

FESSBOM OF POETRT AS AN AJIT 

Poetry has a way of being itself despite the ef- 
forts from time to time to make it something else. 
A new condition comes about in the social order 
of things ; there is either more or less satisfaction 
with life in the common masses of mankind; 
there is either more or less consideration of their 
rights and desires by authority and might, repre- 
sented by government and wealth* But the essen- 
tial meaning of life goes on from change to change 
in the social and economic world, with the single 
effect perhaps, of intensifying the common and un- 
changeable experiences of human nature* No mat- 
ter how the world changes, or the condition of man 
alters in keeping pace with it, poetry will be seen, 
if one looks at its history as a whole and not in 
fragments, to antedate the spirit of change in the 
life of humanity* 

The progress of poetry has always been its 
prophecy ; the progress of science has always been 
its discoveries* While science is astonishing a 
generation with its discoveries, poetry is already 
into the next unborn generation planthig the seeds 
of its prophecies for science to harvest* We are 
coming upon an era of new poetry, so we are told* 
In my hasty satisfaction over the appreciation of 
poetry by a greater number of people to-day than 
was true ten or fifteen years ago, I also have been 
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gnitt J of caDiiig this extended in t cr cet the admins 
tkm for a new art Poetry nerer was dd, it ooold 
never be new. It ooold never be set free, because it 
was never in bondage. It is bdieved to be free be- 
cause it ex pr e ss es the f eding and moods, the 
aspiration and omdition, of the ^people"; it is 
supposed to be new because it attempts to reform 
its appearance b j repudiating tradition. A hwat* 
dred jears ago — indeed, we might go back five 
hundred or a thousand, for examples — SheDey 
with one purpose in view, and Crabbe with another, 
voiced the ^ people" the democracy of the masses 
— pofiticaDy and sociaDy, morally and indus- 
triaDy; and Wordsworth and Coleridge reformed 
the abstract appearance of poetry by revolting 
against traditicm. 

The essence of poetry is in the mental and emo- 
tional image, and the Titality of the image to 
weather the usage of familiarity by reading gen- 
erations, is in the perscmalized spiritual force of 
the poet lliese are what bring fire, heat, radi- 
ancy, and color into the smoldering fuel of the 
art; life constantly offers new fud, after periods 
of material exhaustion in the affiairs of men, and 
poetry has always been ready as a continuous de- 
ment in human nature to inflame it into proj^tic 
messages of the future. 

Crabbe, Wordsworth, Shdley, and Coleridge did 
not create a new poetry; they created a new 
meaning, a new interpretation of truth. What 
was wholly and untraditionally new about their 
poetry was the magic by whidi their evocations of 
beauty gave substance to the abstract forms of 
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truth in the vaporous regions of their souls. And 
you will find that only these two elements count, 
and that the subject does not matter, nor the mere 
condition or aspect of existence, through which life 
may be represented in substance and reproduced in 
texture. To repeat, the life of the ** people " or 
the life of the aristocracy, the life that is vulgar 
and oppressed, that is criminal or ignorant, as well 
as the life that idealizes virtue and morality, that 
is cultivated and noble, life that is past in antiquity 
and history, as well as the life we experience in our 
rapidly changing modem world, have all an equal 
chance to be made vivid and rteal, vital and actually 
manifest by the eternal embodiments of Truth and 
Beauty. 

With the new interest in poetry there is a grow- 
ing controversial feeling, chiefly among the poets 
themselves and their critics, about the kinds of 
poetry. It is forgotten that kinds of poetry can 
only mean one thing, that is, the particular forms 
in which poets are best able to succeed in revealing 
moods and conveying ideas. It has everything to 
do with expression and nothing whatever with sub- 
stance. If, therefore, a poet is attracted to the 
idealisms of Greek and Roman myths, and uses the 
symbols of their characters, with their passions 
and language, instead of a direct utterance of the 
language of modem democracy, he may be given 
every credit for poetical perfection: he will be said, 
by the passionate lovers of modernity, to have 
truth and beauty in his work — but no pulse of 
life. It must be understood that the pulse of life 
beats in poetry not from the theme but through 
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the abstract realities of the poet's soul, breathing 
into the theme the inexplicable sentiency of being. 

THE Awie^TfiAig SUBSTAKCS 

There is a peculiar weakness in most American 
writers when they speak of our poets. Often these 
writers are poets themselves. They seem to lack 
both independence and judgment. They belittle 
their own efforts by their injustices to their con-- 
temporaries. They contradict their own opinions, 
and confuse a public that is really trying to come 
to an understanding and appreciation of the best 
work our poets are doing. Miss ZoS Akins, writ- 
ing a series of articles this year under the title of 
^ The Shadow of Parnassus : A Critical Anthology 
of Contemporary American Verse," makes the 
statement that we have no great or first-class poet 
in America to-day. Yet in commenting upon the 
work of Witter Bynner and Amy Lowell she char- 
acterizes the former's poem *' The Cardinal's Gar- 
den, Villa Albani," as being as great as anything 
Browning achieved in any of his dramatic mono- 
logues, and Miss Lowell's poem **The Castle" 
she . calls the ^ most notable piece of narrative 
verse by any living poet." Certainly, she would 
not deny that Browning is a great poet; and 
if Mr. Bynner, according to her opinion has done 
something equal to what only greatness can 
achieve, he must be a great poet too. But, of 
course, being an American the term has not the 
same meaning, as no American poet can be great. 
A different case, but a common one, and with less 
excuse, is the letter Mr. Conrad Aiken published 
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in the New Toric TimeM Review of BooJa^ earlier in 
the year, in which he charged me with *' persist^ 
ently, and sometimes extravagantly " overpraising 
the works of American poets. He at the same time 
commented on the achievements of the younger 
En^^ish poets, comparing the American poets to 
them, much to the latter's disadvantage. Now Mr. 
Aiken, as well as Miss Akins, are American poets, 
and it is an unseemly manner they pursue going 
about seeking their own self-effacement. In spite 
of this attitude, we have poets of the first nmk, 
and perhaps, for the first time, poets (not a poet) 
whose Americanism has helped them to their high 
positions. 

The two great successes of the year up to the 
writing of these paragraphs have been the Ameri- 
can poets Frost and Masters. Both are typically 
American, though one has an Eastern and the 
other a Western background. And I venture to 
predict that two other American poets with an in- 
digenous American note will have impressed the 
public tremendously before another year. These 
poets are Lincoln Colcord and John 6. Neihardt. 
Mr. Colcord has written in my opinion, in his 
** Vision of War," and looked at from more points 
of view than one, the most important book of the 
year whether in prose or verse. Mr. Neihardt 
achieves in his remarkable narrative **The Song 
of Hu^ Glass," an American theme which shows 
the possiUlities of adventurous pioneer days in the 
West as a subject for poetry, if the poet has the 
power of form and imagination in the hi^^st de« 
gree. Tliis is a significant note in the development 
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of the year's poetry, that America is yielding itself 
in unsuspected ways to the vision and imagination 
of her poets. The variety of the year's volumes 
cannot help but convince the observer that Amer- 
ican poetry is marching steadily forward. The 
exquisite singing quality of Sara Teasdale in 
** Rivers to the Sea," the democratic idealism of 
Witter Bynner in " The New World,** the emo- 
tional imagery of John Grould Fletcher in *^ Irradi- 
ations," the intellectual beauty of Benjamin R. C. 
Low's "The House that Was," the imaginative 
culture and spirit of Thomas Walsh in " The Pil- 
grim Kings," the spiritual transfiguration of com- 
mon experiences by Dana Burnet in " Poems," and 
the delightful, spontaneous humor of Arthur 
Guiterman in "The Laughing Muse," are a few 
examples from many of the year's best accomplish- 
ment. 

The selections in this Anthology also testify to 
the continued progress of the art in the magazines. 
Here are the older and established names repre- 
sented by some of the best work they have done in 
recent years : poets like Edwin Arlington Robinson, 
Amelia Josephine Burr, Josephine Preston Pea- 
body, Amy Lowell, Vachel Lindsay, Brian Hooker, 
Louis Untermeyer, Olive Tilford Dargan, Robert 
Underwood Johnson, Florence Earle Coates, Wen- 
dell Phillips Stafford, Corinne Roosevelt Robinson, 
Witter Bynner, Ridgely Torrence and Gkorge Ed- 
ward Woodberry. While the new discoveries of 
beautiful poems, such as the rare and perfect " Pe- 
ter Quince at the Clavier," by Wallace Stevens, the 
tender and appealing " Heritage," by Theresa V. 
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Beard, the haunting lines of ** The Adventurer " 
by Odell Shepard, the quiet spiritual glow of ** The 
Courtyard Pigeons," by Caroline Giltinan, the firm 
meditative mood of ** Pax Beata,'* by Mary Rachel 
Norris, the elegiac beauty of ** To Persephone Re- 
turning," by Edith Willis Linn, the exquisite 
melody of ** Song," by Ruth Guthrie Harding, the 
delicate and attractive fancies of ^ Needle Travel," 
by Margaret French Patton, and the incomparable 
artifice of "The New Platonist" by Cuthbert 
Wright, present to us new names that have added 
gloriously to our choir. The year has returned 
with fervor to lyrical expression. There were con- 
siderably fewer long poems than last year, and 
amongst those that I have included, the splendid 
modem story of " Gayheart: A Story of Defeat," 
by Dana Burnet, is unquestionably one of the best. 
I want to reaffirm my statement of two years ago 
concerning the sonnets of Mahlon Leonard Fisher; 
he is one of the very best sonnet-writers in the 
entire history of American poetry, and the two 
here included, " July " and '' If One Should Come," 
are as good as any he has written. We are still 
looking forward to a volume by this poet which 
will definitely assert his place in the public mind. 
Another poet who has not yet published a volume, 
but whose work in the magazines of late shows her 
possessed of extraordinary visual and imaginative 
powers, is Ruth Comfort MitchelL I believe that 
her work was definitely introduced to an apprecia- 
tive public through the remarkable poem called the 
'' Sin Eater," which I included in the '' Anthol- 
ogy " for 191S. She is destined to go very far, 

zix 



Digitized by 



Google 



for there is an original quality in her work that 
has all the marks of genius. 

A notable fact about the interest in poetry 
during the year is the increase of critical writing 
about contemporary poets and poetry. There is 
considerably more space given to the reviews of 
new books of verse, and writers like Louis Unter- 
meyer in the Chicago Evening Post and Eunice 
Tietjens in the Los Angeles Graphic have pro- 
duced criticism of a brilliant and permanent char- 
acter. On the other hand, I was surprised to learn 
that during the year a periodical like The Outlook 
gave practically no heed to the new volumes of 
poetry, publishing just one review through the 
entire twelve months which dealt with four books of 
verse, one more than a year and a half old and the 
other three over six months old. This is neither 
creditable nor inspiring from such a publica- 
tion. 

The poet most written about during the year 
was Emile Verhaeren, the Belgian writer. This 
was, of course, due to the war, and deplorable as 
the circumstance may be, American readers were 
benefited by acquaintance with the splendid style 
and vigor of this writer. Another poet more writ- 
ten about than any others in this country, with the 
possible exception of Frost and Masters, was Ru- 
pert Brooke. Here again the war, this time more 
sadly, brought immortality to a name existing in 
comparative obscurity. But the death of Rupert 
Brooke was a sort of climax to his art ; the experi- 
ence of war brought out the best that was in him as 
a poet. There has been a great deal of sentimental 
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and undisciimmating praise of Brooke; the best 
thing that has been written about him is Joyce 
Eihner's judicious and correct estimate in the New 
York T%me$. Verhaeren, Brooke, Frost, and Mas- 
ters have been largely the poetic topics of the year, 
around which has raged an animated discussion, 
pro and con, about the Imagists inspired by 
^ Some Imagist Poets: An Anthology," published 
early in the spring. 

THE CONJUNCTION OF THE IMAGISTS 

Of the movement to which Amy Lowell, John 
Gould Fletcher, Richard Aldington, H. D., F. S. 
Flint, D. H. Lawrence, and many other poets both 
in England and America are identified, there is a 
great deal to be said, and a great deal has been 
said in their favor by English, French and Russian 
reviews of the highest standing. After all, a name 
is only a convenient handle by which we carry the 
identification of things. You cannot isolate a 
force or degree or quality of feeling, because the 
shape and material of language is custom-made 
rather than ready-made. All poetry comes out 
of feeling; the degree to which feeling is personal- 
ized in images determines not the logic of form 
but the measure of emotion and imagination which 
gets into the substance. It is on this basis that 
the poetry of Amy Lowell, John Grould Fletcher, 
F. S. Flint, and Richard Aldington must be 
judged. They believe that what they feel, experi- 
encing life and observing nature, concerning the 
mystery and wonder of things, can be better repro- 
duced for communication if certain artificial, mis- 
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leadings and useless impediments of language are 
eliminated. This is not to say that there must not 
be anj decoration, any more than to say that in 
abandoning, for the purpose, the rhythm of 
metres, rhythm cannot find any other laws of con- 
troL All really great poets have broken the tra- 
ditional regularities of forms handed on to them by 
their predecessors; they found their genius could 
not achieve within the restrictions, and instead of 
adding to the mediocrity of the art, imposed tech- 
nical obligations upon themselves which only the 
most rigorous and persistent labors could accom- 
plish. This, it seems to me, is what the Imagists 
are doing. It is what Chaucer, Shakespeare, Cole- 
ridge, Blake, Poe and Henley have done. And it 
is precisely the Imagistic principle in the work of 
these poets I have just named which gives them a 
preeminent position in the art of English poetry. 
Whether the poetry of this modem Imagist group 
is great poetry is a matter with which we ought to 
have little concern at present; that it is good 
poetry can easily be proved. To prove it is all a 
matter of being able to demonstrate the difference 
between what is verse and what is poetry in their 
primary significance. 

All art is artifice, Arthur Symons once declared, 
and the scope of poetry is neither enlarged nor 
restricted by the range of subjects with which it 
deals. It depends entirely upon the force of sym- 
bols in words, reproducing upon the mind an im- 
pression corresponding in exactitude to the grada- 
tions of a state of being in objects or experience, 
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and thereby presenting a reality. This is what 
Poe accomplished, whose telescopic imagination 
observed but a small space of the starry emotions 
of hmnanity. So, if the Lnagists in their poems 
show a vibratory sensitiveness to natural realities, 
and actuaUy bring to us sensations of heat and 
light, of windy beaches, meadows, city streets and 
leaves, it must be the result of an active imagina- 
tion stimulated by the only force upon which it is 
dependent and interrelated — the emotionaL But 
to say that the Imagists are only concerned in their 
poetry with natural objects is to disr^^rd the 
human relations that are woven in the essential 
spirit of this external world. 

Writing in ver$ litre does not constitute the 
whole purpose of the Imagist poets. In fact, they 
have employed both regular rhythms and rhyme in 
their work. Whether employing the medium of 
vers litre or metre, they have shown, especially in 
a certain intensifying quality of mood, the first 
note of pure romanticism in English poetry of the 
last decade. The final test of poetry is its magic. 
It is not the feeling of contemplative anxiety 
aroused by the philosophic or moral imagination 
that gives to poetry its highest value as an art, but 
the agitated wonder awakened in the spirit of the 
reader by the sudden evocation of magic. This is 
the haunting quality in poetry, a thing that has no 
web of reasoning, and whose elements are so un- 
accountably mixed that no man has yet learned its 
secret. And in this poetry, as often as it is to be 
found in other verse of equal quantity, there 
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INVOCATION ••.-'-•.. 

• » • 

O Thon whose equal puipoie nmf 
In drops of rain or streams of sons. 
And with a soft compnlsion rolls 
The green earth on her snowj poles; 
O Thon who keepest in thy ken 
The times of flowers^ the dooms of men. 
Stretch out a mighty wing above — 
Be tender to the land we love ! 

If all the hnddlers from the storm 
Have found her hearthstone wide and warm; 
If she has made men free and glad. 
Sharing, with all, the good she had; 
If she has blown the very dust 
From her bright balance to be just, 
Oh, spread a mighty wing above — 
Be tender to the luid we love! 

When in the dark eternal tower 
The star-clock strikes her trial hour. 
And for her help no more avail 
Her sea-blue shield, her mountain-mail. 
But sweeping wide, from gulf to lakes. 
The battle on her forehead breaks. 
Throw Thou a thunderous wing above — 
Be lightning for the land we love ! 

Atlantic Monthly WendeU PhUlipi Stafford. 



CRADLE SONG 



Lord Gabriel, wilt thou not rejoice 
When at last a little boy's 
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.. '. Cheek lies heavy an a rose. 
And his eyelids dose? 

Gabriel, when that hush may be. 
This sweet hand all heedf ully 
111 undo, for thee alone, 
From his mother's own. 

Then the far blue highways paven 
With the burning stars of heaven 
He shall gladden with the sweet 
Hasting of his feet — 

Feet so brightly bare and cool. 
Leaping, as from pool to pool; 
From a little lauding boy 
Splashing rainbow joy! 

Gabriel, wilt thou understand 
How to keep his hovering hand? — 
Never shut, as in a bond 
From the bright beyond? — 

Nay, but though it cling and dose 
Tightly as a climbing rose. 
Clasp it only so, — ari^t. 
Lest his heart take fright 

(Dormi, dormi, tu: 

The duik U hung wUh blue.) 

n 

Lord Michad, wilt not thou rejoice 
When at last a little boy's 

Heart, a shut-in murmuring bee. 
Turns him unto thee? 
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Wilt thon beed thine annor well^ — 
To take bis hand from Gabriel 
So hl8 radiant cap of dream 
May not spill a gleam? 

He wiU take thy heart in thrall. 
Telling o'er thy breastplate, all 
Colors, in his bubbling speech. 
With his hand to each. 

(Dormi, dortni in. 
Sapphire is the blue; 
Pearl and beryl, they are called, 
Chryeopraee and emerald, 
Sard and ameihyeU 
Numbered eo, and kieeed.) 

Ah, bnt find some angel word 
For thy sharp, subduing sword! 
Yea, Lord Michael, make no doubt 
He will find it ont: 

(Dormi, darmi iu!) 

Hie eyei wiU look at you. 

m 

Last, a Utile morning space. 
Lead him to that leafy place 
Where Our Lady sits awake. 
For all mothers' sake. 

Bosomed with the BlessM One, 
He shall mind her of her Son, 
Once so folded from all harms. 
In her shrining arms. 
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(In her veU of blue, 
Dormi, dormi in.) 

So; — and fare tbee welL — 
Softly^— Gabriel . . . 
When tlie first faint red shall come^ 
Bid the Day-star lead him home^ 
For the bright World's sake,— 
To my hearty awake. 

Scribnet^M MagoMtne Joeephme Preeion Peabody 

THE HAUNTING FACE 
On the Portrait of a Oiild Lost in the LufiUmia 

Dear boy of the seraphic face. 

With brow of power and month of grace. 

And. deep, ronnd eyes, set far apart. 

So that the mind should match the heart! 

Not Raffael'a leaning chemb had 
More beauty than this winsome lad. 
Nor Andrea's little John more joy 
Than dimpled in this darling boy. 

What mother conld so happy be 
As not to covet such as he? 
What childless passer could forego 
The smiling of that Cupid's bow? 

Here promise spoke in every curve; 
The wit to see, the heart to serve; 
In fine proportions here did reign 
An open nature, sweet and sane. 

What wonder fancy vied with hope 
To read his radiant horoscope. 



Digitized by 



Google 



And find within bis fatme deed 
The rescue of some mi^ty need: — 

A patriot to save the State; 
A bard to take the sting from Fate; 
A prophet men should know not of 
To lift the fainting world of love! 

Mourn those — and monm not with despair - 
Who find life's last adyentnre fair^ 
But let your treasured tears be spilled 
For noble presage unfulfilled. 

Mine fall unbidden as I look 
Here upon Youth's unfinished book^ 
And with the loss my heart is torn 
As Heaven had withdrawn the mom. 

Ah, could I know why over me 
His spirit has such potency. 
Then might I know how love began 
And stays, the mystery of Man. 

Child of the future! Beauty's flower! 
His gentle image should have power 
The conscience of a realm to wring 
And haunt the pillow of a King. 

New York Evening Poet 

Robert Underwood Johnson 



THE BACCHANTE TO HER BABE 

SekerMO 

Come, sprite, and dance ! The sun is up. 
The wind runs laughing down the sky 
That brims with morning Uke a cup. 
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Sprite, we must race him. 

We must chase him — 

Yon and I! 

And skim across the fnssy heather — 

Yon and joy and I together 

Whirling by! 

Yon merry little roll of fat! — 
Made warm to kiss, and smooth to pat. 
And round to toy with, like a cub; 
To pnt one's nossle in and mb 
And breathe yon in Vkt breath of kine. 
Like jnice of vine. 

That sets my morning heart a-tingling. 
Dancing, jingling. 
All the glad abandon mingling 
Of wind and wine! 

Sprite, yon are love, and you are joy, 
A happiness, a dream, a toy, 
A god to langfa with. 
Love to chaff with. 
The sun come down in tangled gold. 
The moon to kiss, and spring to hold. 

There was a time once, long ago, 
Long — oh, long since ... I scarcely know. 
Almost I had forgot . 
There was a time when yon were not. 
Yon merry sprite, save as a strain. 
The strange dull pain 
Of green buds swelling 
In warm, straight dwelling 
That must burst to the April rain. 
A little heavy I was then 
And dull — and glad to rest And when 
The travail came 
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In searing flame • . . 

Buty sprite, that was so long ago! — 

A centory! — I scarcely know. 

Almost I had forgot 

When you were not. 

So, little sprite, come dance with me! 
The sun is up, the wind is free! 
Come now and trip it. 
Romp and skip it. 
Earth is young and so are we. 
Sprite, you and I wiU dance together 
(hi the heather. 

Glad with all the procreant earth. 
With all the f ruit^ of the trees. 
And golden pollen on the breese. 
With plants that bring the grain to birth. 
With beast and bird. 
Feathered and furred. 
With youth and hope and life and loye. 
And joy thereof — 
While we are part of all, we two — 
For my glad burgeoning in you ! 

So, merry little roll of fat, 
Made warm to kiss and smooth to pat 
And round to toy with, like a cub. 
To put one's nossle in and rub. 
My god to laugh with. 
Love to chaff with. 
Come and dance beneath the sky. 
You and I! 

Look out with those round wondering eyes, 
And squirm, and gurgle — and grow wise ! 

Poetry: A Magtunne of Veree Eunice Tietjene 
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THE MUSICMAKER'S CHILD 

A maiden, waiting for a man to take her: 
Then, for the love of his bine eyes. 
She wandered after Weir the mnsicmaker. 

I know the burden of the tide, 

I catch the cry and moan of every breaker, 

I read the secrets of the sands — 

I, the child of Weir the mnsicmaker. 

In the white hush before the storm, 
I hear a heavy calling from the ocean — 
The sonls of men who drowned at sea. 
Aweary of its restless, flowing motion. 

''I am choked with sand/' 
Says Jan the fisher. 
" A pearl in each hand," 
Says Jan the fisher. 

"One for the earth. 
My grave to be; 
One for the priest 
Will pray for me." 

And Michael of the Wild Rocks, his bri^t beard 

streaming, 
"Give me Christian burial, and a stone above my 

head! 
For I've a wife," says he, "and my babe is on her 

knee; 
And she has naught to weep on but a memory of the 

dead." 

Old Fergus lies sleeping, and calls in his sleep. 
His white hair all matted with weeds of the sea: 
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"' I have Shawn and Colom who watch for me — 
Shall my two sons not call me from out the deep? " 

And the soul of Peter Daj, 
That youngs young lad. 
Whose quick, warm heart 
Was all the wealth he had, 

** O dear Lord God/' he prays, 
*' There on the shore 
Was a girl used to walk 
Who'll never walk there more. 

** It's in church and holy ground 

That Janet lies: 

For my grave next hers, 

I wiU give up Paradise." 

Lord God has heeded Peter Day; 

He has thrown his body on the white sand stretches: 

And they have laid him by a grave 

That's two years overgrown with docks and vetches. 

'* Is it not strange," they say in Culm, 
'* That he alone came in upon the breaker ? " 
I smile my wise smile to myself — 
I, the child of Weir the musicmaker. 

Poetry: A Magazine of VerMe 

Miriam Allen de Ford 

TO IMAGINATION 

Suggested by Maxfield ParrieVe ''Air Caetlee*' 

O beauteous boy a-dream, what visions sought 

Of pictures magical thy eyes unfold. 
What triumphs of celestial wonders wrought. 
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What marvels from a breath of beauty rolled! 
Skyward and seaward on the doads are scrolled 

A mystic imagery of castled thought, 
A thousand worlds to lose, — or win and mold, — 

A radiant iridescence swiftly eanght 
Of ever-changing glory, fancy-frau^t. 

Blue wonder of the sea and Imninons sky, — 

A thousand wonders in thy dreamlit face, — 
Eyes that beheld afar the turrets high 

Of Ilium, and the transient mortal grace 
Of Deirdre's sadness, all the conquering race 

Of Athens, — eyes that saw Eden's beauty lie 
In passionate adoration — visions trace 

Across the tender brooding of the sigh 
That wrecked a city and made chieftains die. 

Forward not backward turns the mystic shine 

Of those far-seeing orbs that track the gleam — 
The fleecy marvel of the doud is line 

On line the wizard tracery of a dream. 
O lad, who buildest not of things that seem. 

Beyond what bounds of visioning divine 
Came that far smile, from what long^trayed sunbeam 

Cau^t thou the radiance, from what fostering vine 
. The power to build and mold the deep design? 

Sjiowest thou the secret that thy brush would tell. 

Is all the dream a bubbled splendor white. 
Beyond those castles cloud-bound, does there dwell 

The eternal silence of the dark — or light? 
Will thy hand hold the pen which shall indict 

The symbolled mystery — write the final knell 
Of rainbow fancy — is the distant sight 

A nothingness endrcled by the spell 
Of gleaming bubbles wrought of beauty's shell? 
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In vain to questioii, where tBe mystery 

Of Youth's short golden dream is lord and king. 
The eyes that farthest gase in ecstasy^ 

Were never meant to paint the immortal thing 
They see, nor understand the joy they bring. 

The misty baubles of the sky and sea 
Sail on. Dream still, bright-visioned boy> and fling 

The glittering mantle of thy thoughts that flee. 
Weaving us evermore thy shining pageantry. 

The Poetry Journal 

Dorothea Lawrence Mann 



HERITAGE 

SLEEP, SLEEP, MT BABT, SLEEP ! 

Thou art fairer than tiie lilies that grow beside the 

pool. 
As dew upon the lilies on my breast thy lips are cool; 
Thy breath hath caught the fragrance of the winds 

that love to stir 
Beneath the budding branches of my bed of lavender. 

Like the nectarines that ripened upon the southern 

waU 
Thy rosy cheeks how sweet they are, how softly round 

and small; 
And thine eyes are like the flower whose name I do not 

know 
That in the shady comer of my garden used to grow. 

SLEEP, SLEEP, IfT BABT, SLEEP ! 

Oh ! they broke into my garden, they brou^t no holy 
priest, 
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No sacrament they offered me, they made no mar- 
riage feast; 

Yet the Wedding Gnett of Cana beside me must have 
been. 

Or whence this living water in the red wine-cap of 
sin? 

I have eaten the wild honey stored by the wandering 

bees. 
Have crushed my fallen roses and breathed attar from 

the lees. 
Found a shade-tree in the desert and in the midnight 

hills 
Have drunk reviving liquor from life's old forbidden 

stills. 

SLEEP, SLEEP, MT BABY, SLEEP.' 

For they drove me from my garden; an exile past 

recall, 
A goodly heritage I found beyond that garden wall. 
Heir of an ancient line am I, as old as history. 
The exiles of the Ages leave their legacies to me. 

Mine is the alabaster box whose costly spikenard 

poured 
Upon the weary feet of Him whom Mary owned her 

Lord. 
Its treasured secrets are mine own; its mystic seal 

I keep; 
I break it, empty it in song, — to hush a child to sleep. 

SLEEP, SLEEP, MT BABT, SLEEP ! 

Here is the seed Eve took with her when weeping she 

was sent 
From the Garden of the Rivers in endless banishment. 
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This stain upon the cover is a sign upon it laid 

By an imremembered woman^ the far mysterious maid 

Of the country East of Eden, — Cain's dark kiss upcm 

her fell. 
And this vial, once was Hagar's, filled with tears of 

Ishmael. 
Here is a song of Bathsheba's, the lowly Hittite's 

bride, 
She sang it to King David's son, the nameless one, 

who died. 

SUEKP, SLEEP, MT BABT, SLEEP ! 

These are the words the Master spake, memorial 
of her. 

The wasteful one of Magdala who spilled her precious 
myrrh. 

Here are withered berries perfumed with the Pas- 
sion-Flower's breath. 

And saving drops distilled from the poison-plants of 
Death. 

Ah! at last, at last, thou'rt sleeping; thy Mother 

too would rest; 
And should neither of us waken, it may be it were 

best 
Thou art fairer than the lilies, — thine eyes have 

caught the blue 
Of the little wind-blown flower that in my garden 

grew. 
The BeUman Tkereta Virginia Beard 
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A SPRING SYMPHONY 

Allegro eon Moio 

The touch of the springtime has broken the ice of the 
pond — 

It lan^s and it sighs 
The trees of the bank and the donds that go sailing 
bejond 

See themselves in its eyes. 
A shimmer of topas by day and of diver by night 
It trembles for joy at the touch of the wind and the 

light 
Birds dip their wings there and ripples to melody 

start 
Is it the springtime — or yon — whose imperious 
wand 

Has broken the ice of my heart? 

Andante Appaeeionato 

Through the dark yon son^t and found me 
There is no word for us to speak — 
Only your arms that close around me. 
Only your cheek against my chedc. 
Slowly toward each other turning 
Sure as the skies turn. Look, there slips 
A star from heaven — and now 'tis burning 
Here, love . . . upon our lips. 

Scherzo — Finale, Preeio 

Love me for a lifetime, love me for a day. 

Little do I care. 
Light across the meadows laughing comes the May, 

Spring is in the air. 
Little lambs like daisies dot the fields with white, 
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The silliest sheep that graces feels the world's delij^t. 
We are two white butterflies on the wind astra j^ 

Flying — who knows where? 
Skies are bine above ns^ earth is green below^ 

Golden is the son — 
Golden as the cowslips where in merry flow 

Little rivers run — 
Golden as the beating of wild wings agleam^ 
Golden as our meetings golden as our dream — 
Wild lover^ child lover, kiss me now and go. 

Ere the dream is done 

The Bellman Amelia Jaephine Burr 

PETER QUINCE AT THE CLAVIER 



Just as my fingers on these keys 
Make music, ao the self-same sounds 
On my sjnrit make a music, .too. 

Music is feeling, then, not sound; 
And thus it is that what I feel. 
Here in this room, desiring you. 

Thinking of your blue-shadowed silk. 
Is music. It is like the strain 
Waked in the elders by Susanna: 

Of a green evening, dear and warm. 
She bathed in her still garden, while 
The red-eyed elders, watching, felt 

The basses of their beings throb 

In witching chords, and their thin blood 

Pulse pissicati of Hosanna* 
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In the green water, dear and warm, 

Susanna laj. 

She searched 

The touch of Springs, 

And found 

Concealed imaginings. 

She sighed, 

For so much melody. 

Upon the bank, she stood 

In the cool 

Of spent emotions. 

She felt, among the leaves. 

The dew 

Of old devotions. 

She walked upon the grass. 

Still quavering. 

The winds were like her maids. 

On timid feet, 

Fetching her woven scarves. 

Yet wavering. 

A breath upon her hand 
Muted the night. 
She turned — 
A cymbal crashed. 
And roaring horns. 

in 

Soon, with a noise like tambourines. 
Came her attendant Byzantines. 

They wondered why Susanna cried 
Against the elders by her side; 
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And as tbej whispered, the refrain 
Was like a willow swept by rain. 

Anon, their lamps' uplifted flame 
Bevealed Susanna and her shame. 

And then, the simpering Bjsantines, 
Fled, with a noise like tambourines. 

IV 

Beauty is momentary in the mind — 
The fitful tracing of a portal; 
But in the flesh it is immortaL 

The body dies; the body's beauty lives. 
So evenings die, in their green going, 
A wave, interminably flowing. 
So gardens die, their meek breath scenting 
The cowl of Winter, done repenting. 
So maidens die, to the auroral 
Celebration of a maiden's choral. 

Susanna's music touched the bawdy strings 
Of those white elders; but, escaping, 
Left only Death's ironic scraping. 

Now, in its immortality, it plays 
On the clear viol of her memory. 
And makes a constant sacrament of praise. 

Other$: A MagoMine of the New Ver$e 

Wallace Stevene 



JOY . 

I am wild, I will sing to the trees, 
I will sing to the stars in the sky, 
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I love, I am loved, he is mine. 
Now at lait I can die! 

I am sandaled with wind and with flame, 
I have heart-fire and singing to give, 

I can tread on the grass or the stars. 
Now at last I can Utc! 

Reedff*$ Mirror Sara Teoidale 



BALLAD OP AMARYLLIS IN THE SHADE 

Were it not better done — the time being Spring — 
Grim poet, the iron of whose Cromwellian lyre 

Is sistered with so soft a lyric string. 
To cast dry wisdom crackling on the fire. 
To follow the green pathways of desire, 

Where April flatters like a flying maid — 
Thon^ others to the topmost stars aspire — 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade? 

To rule wonldst thou? — to be the sorry king 

Of this poor kingdom of the fool and liar 
We call the world; or, a still stranger thing, 

Wonldst swink and sweat, and house thee in the 
mire. 

And sell thy strong sonl for a captive's hire. 
While tyrants eat, and hear sweet music played? 

Were it not better done — what need inquire? — 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade? 

While all is stiU new blossom and young wing. 
And life's a flame still mounting higher and higher. 

While stiU Youth's gold is thine to flaunt and fling. 
Heed not dim counsels of some shrivelled sire; 
Spake he but sooth, upon the funeral pyre 
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One dream shall linger as his ashes fade — 

Of Love's plumed feet aflame throng^ brake and 
brier. 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade. 

■NTOI 

M7 Prince, what better dream should man require 
To close his eyes? And I have heard it said 

That Death's a garden where we but retire — 
'' To sport with Amaryllis in the shade." 

Puck Richard Le GalUenne 

SUNSET BALCONIES 

For me no winter twilight falls 

But brings a dream of gold. 
Since well I know their dear white walls 

Are gleaming as of old; 
I know that down arcaded square 
And narrow street they still are there 
Dolores, Pilar, Mercedes, 
Reclining in the balconies. 

Mercedes, who belies the name 

Of her sweet patroness renowned 
As Queen of Mercies, shrined in flame, 

At Barcelona crowned; 
And Pilar, little face of rose, 
Whose Virgin on the pillar glows 

At Saragossa; there they rest. 
Their dark eyes golden with the west. 

Though the seven swords of silver press. 

In high Granada's shrine 
Her velvet-mantled patroness 

Of Mother-Grief divine, 
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Dolores onlj smiles to scan 

The sunset on her spangled f an. 

Whose sparkle lights again the grace 
That memory treasures of her face. 

Scfibner^s Magazine Thonuu Wahh 

LA 6ITANA 

None of the girls of Ronda have feet as fine as mine, 
That glimmer and glance throng the whirl of the 

dance as fireflies blase and shine. 
Seen in some shadowy rambU outside of a gay caf^ 
None of the girls in Ronda can dance down death, 

my way. 

Carmen and fat Conchita can sell themselves for 

shoes. 
Black as their souls with the heels of red, such as the 

Cubans use. 
They can sell themselves for their stockings, their 

spider webs of silk. 
And their feet like their brows are brasen, but mine 

are white as milk. 

For mine was a Northern mother my gypsy father 

found 
In a brothel in Biscaya. And love in drink he 

drowned. 
So I grew up in the gutter, slinking and wild to be 
Alone, alive, in the open, sunlit, and flushed and free. 
Naked in running rivers. So I must dance to-day 
Where the eyes of the men are upon my face and 

flesh like beasts of prey. 

And the tongues of the tawdry women they tear my 
life apart 
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And ihej smear mj name with their women's shame 

as ttieir teeth would tear mj heart. 
As they'd rip the flesh away from my face and the 

bodice from my breasts. 
And the wave of life is around me. I am lifted on its 

crests. 
I am lifted high on its surges; and the light it lends 

my eyes 
Is the strength of moon and sunrise and the splendor 

of the skies. 

I am caged in their snarling city, but between its 

shadowy bars 
I see the loom of to-morrow and the altar lights of 

stars. 
Savage, violent, virgin; like a trainer in their cage. 
They snarl at my looks like lashes, these women 

marred with age. 
These men that my mind has mastered; and I rule 

their restless lives 
With my feet that flicker Uirou^ shadows like the 

bickering light of knives. 

I dance and they bow before me. Barefoot I turn, 

I tread 
On the throbbing hearts of the living and the ashes 

of the dead. 
I dance till I stop, where he stands apart, till I hold 

his love and hate: 
Master and man and the bravest heart, sultan and 

slave and mate. 

The Forum John Curtii Underwood 



21 



Digitized by 



Google 



PATTERNS 

I walk down the garden paths. 

And all the daffodils 

Are blowing, and the bright blue squills. 

I walk down the patterned garden paths 

In mj stiff, brocaded gown. 

With my powdered hair and jewelled fan, 

I too am a rare 

Pattern. As I wander down 

The garden paths. 

My dress is ridilj figured. 

And the train 

Makes a pink and silver stain 

On the gravel, and the thrift 

Of the borders. 

Just a plate of current fashion. 

Tripping bj in high-heeled, ribboned shoes. 

Not a softness anywhere about me. 

Only a whale-bone and brocade. 

And I sink on a seat in the shade 

Of a lime tree. For my passion 

Wars against the stiff brocade. 

The daffodils and squills 

Flutter in the breese 

As they please. 

And I weep; 

For the lime tree is in blossom 

And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom. 

And the splashing of waterdrops 
In the marble fountain 
Comes down the garden paths. 
The dripping never stops. 
Underneath my stiffened gown 
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Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin^ 

A basin in the midst of hedges grown 

So thick; she cannot see her lover hiding. 

Bat she gaesses he is near. 

And the sliding of the water 

Seems the stroking of a dear 

Hand npon her. 

What is Summer in a fine brocaded gown! 

I should like to see it Ijing in a heap upon the 

ground. 
All the pink and silver crumpled up on the ground. 

I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the 

paths. 
And he would stumble after, 
Bewildered by my laughter. 
I should see the sun flashing from his sword hilt and 

the. buckles on his shoes. 
I would choose 

To lead him in a mase along the patterned paths, 
A bright and laughing mase for my heavy-booted 

lover. 
Till he caught me in the shade. 
And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as 

he clasped me. 
Aching, melting, unafraid. 

With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops. 
And the plopping of the waterdrops. 
All about us in the open afternoon — 
I am very like to swoon 
With the weight of this brocade, 
For the sun sifts through the shade. 

Underneath the fallen blossom 

In my bosom, 

Is a letter I have hid. 
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It was brought to me this morning by a rider from 

theDnke. 
"Madam, we regret to inform jon that Lord 

Hartwell 
Died in action Thursday sen'ni^t" 
As I read it in the white, morning sunlight. 
The letters squirmed like snakes. 
"Any answer. Madam," said my footman. 
" No," I told him. 

*' See that the messenger takes some refreshment. 
" No, no answer." 
And I walked into the garden. 
Up and down the patterned paths. 
In my stiff, correct brocade. ^ 

The bine and yellow flowers stood np proudly in 

the son. 
Each one. 
I stood upright too. 
Held rigid to the pattern 
By the stiffness of my gown. 
Up and down I walked. 
Up and down. 

In a month he would have been my husband. 

In a month, here, underneath this lime. 

We would have broken the pattern; 

He for me, and I for him. 

He as Colonel, I as lady. 

On this shady seat. 

He had a whim 

That sunlight carried blessing. 

And I answered, " It shall be as you have said." 

Now he is dead. 

In Summer and in Winter I shall walk 
Up and down 
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The patterned garden paths 

In mj stiff; brocaded gown. 

The squills and daffodils 

Will give place to pillared roses^ and to asters^ and 

to snow. 
I shall go 
Up and down; 
In my gown. 
Gorgeously arrayed; 
Boned and stayed. 
And the softness of my body will be guarded from 

embrace 
By each bntton, hook, and lace, 
^or the man who should loose me is dead; 
Fighting with the Dnke in Flanders; 
In a pattern called a war. 
Christ! What are patterns for? 

The Littie Review Amy Lowell 

ULYSSES IN ITHACA 

Ithaca; Ithaca; the land of my desire! 

I'm home again in Ithaca; beside my own hearth-fire. 

Sweet patient eyes have welcomed mC; aU tenderness 
and tmth; 

Wherein I see kept sacredly the visions of our 
youth — 
Yet sometimes; even as I hear the calm 
Deep breathing of Penelope at rest 
Beside me — cravingly my empty palm 
Curves to the memory of Calypso's breast. 
Ah; wild immortal mistress! With a smile 
You crowned my passion as a goddess can. 
I would not; if I might; regain your isle — 
Nor would I lose remembrance; being man. 
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lihaca, Ithaca, the wind among the trees. 

The peasant singing at his ioH, the nmnnnring of 
bees. 

The minstrel plucking at the harp when cops are 
on the board. 

The measure of the martial dance, the rhythmic shield 
and sword — 
Bnt oh, the sword-song broken in the beat, 
The sword-song that I heard by Simois! 
The hig^ fierce cry of battle's crimson heat — 
Whatever else I hear, I lose not this. 
No, nor that unimaginable song 
When through my straining limbs the cord cuts f ar^ 
Pallas, I thank dice that the bonds were strong — 
Yet was the siren's music worth the scar! 

Ithaca, Ithaca, and peace when day is done; 

Life like a weary eagle folding wings at set of sun. 

The round of homely duties, the temperate delight. 

The simple pleasure of the day, the quiet rest at 
night — 
But I have known the thrill of danger's face; 
Haye launched my spirit as a spear is cast 
The world and hell have been my living-place. 
Who choose to die in Ithaca at last. 
Odysseus had foregone the wanderer's part — 
But, mighty Zeus ! how good it is to know 
That I have held a goddess to my heart 
And fought heroic giants, long ago! 

The BeUmam 'Amelia Joeephine Burr 

SONG 

To-day I have fled from the Mountain; and never 
again 
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As a god shall I roam by the fountain or sing in the 

glen. 
The new gods be mntej if they heard me; nor glory 

nor fire 
Hath leapt from my music and stirred me^ so broken 

my lyre. 
I cried to Latona who bore me — she answered me 

not: 
Diana hath perished before me> and dark is the spot 
Where silent the lanrel-maid broodeth forgiving but 

cold — 

Clffiii, once io forsaken • . . doii weep ae of oldf 

Yea, Daphne I left in the meadow^ nnmoved of my 

pain. 
To me she is sunlight and shadow, star-sweetness and 

rain: 
(Bnty all through the years when I loved her, who 

never loved me. 
Such, then, was the pain my forgetting had meted to 

thee?) 

1 conld not remember thee only, with her at my 

side — 
Yet I udg^t have pitied thee lonely, and made for 

thy pride 
Brief kindness, to spare thee thy sighing; or wreaths 

for thy brow . . . 
Clytig, ClyUi, Clyiii, where art thou nowf 

BoetoH Tranecript Ruth Outhrie Harding 

THE NEW PLATONIST 
Circa 1640 

Oar loves as flowers fall to dust; 
The noblest singing hath an end; 
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Nor t0 the idmd uw ml 
Yet Bttvc 1 f^KKp&td. uy w^faj tiWy 
Brif^ batlw of : 



M J fkaldM ttmAtn bid ae Cm 

The ejp i cM padi of hlood sad teon» 

Trcadhig Ae tbornj wold to iHioe 
The pomful Cron of ChrisI ^ipean; 

TwM on anodier, samder hfll, 

I met yoo fint, inj miracle. 

The pointed windows bom and flame 
Up thiooi^ the nnsic-haanted air; 

These were my gods — and then jaa eame. 
With flowers erowned and son-kissed hair^ 

Making this northern rirer seem 

Some laogbter-girdled Greeian stream. 

When the fierce f oeman of oor race 
Marshals his lords of lost and pride, 

Yoo spring within a moment's space. 
Foil-armed and smiling to my side. 

O golden heart ! The lore yon gaye me. 

Alone has saved, and yet will save me. 

Perchance we have no perfect dty 
Beyond the wrack of these oor wars. 

Till Death alone in sacred pity 

Wash with long sleep our woimds and scars; 

So mnch the more I praise in measure 

The generous gods for yon, my treasure. 

The New RepubUo Cuihbert Wright 
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A CYPRIAN WOMAN: GREEK FOLK 
SONG 

Under dusky laurel leaf^ 

Scarlet leaf of rose, 
I lie prone^ who have known 

All a woman knows. 

Loye and grief and motherhood^ 

Fame and mirth and scorn^ 
These are all shall befall 

Any woman bom. 

Jewel-laden are my handsj 

Tall my stone above — 
Do not weep that I sleep^ 

Who was wise in love: 

Where I walk a shadow gray 

Through gray asphodel^ 
I am glad^ who have had 

All that Life could tell. 

Poetry: A Magamne of Vene 

Margaret Widdemer 

FROM A CAR-WINDOW 

Pines^ and a blur of lithe young grasses ; 

Gold in a pool, from the western glow; 
Spread of wings where the last thrush passes — 

And thoughts of you as the sun dips low. 

Quiet lane, and an irised meadow . . . 

{Hew many tummen haioe died since then?) . . 
I wish you Imew how the deep'ning shadow 

Lies on the blue and green again ! 
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Diiak, and the fweep of field and hollow 
Etched in graj when a star appears: 

Snnsety • • • twilight, • • . and dark to f oUow, . • 
And thoughts of yoa fhro' a mist of tears. 

The SmaH Set Ruth Guthrie Harding 

WE WHO HAVE LOVED 

We who haye loved, alas I may not be friends. 
Too faint, or yet too fierce die stifled fire, — 
A random spark — and lo! onr dead desire 
Leaps into flame, as though to make amends. 
For chill, blank days, and with strange fury rends 
The dying embers of Love's funeral pyre. 
Electric, charged anew, the living wire 
A burning message through onr torpor sends. 
Could we but pledge with loyal hearts and eyes 
A friendship worthy of the fair, full past, 
Now mutilate, and lost beyond recall. 
Then might a Phoenix from its ashes rise 
Fit for a soul flight; but we find, aghast, 
Love must be nothing if not all in all! 

The Smart Set Corinne Rooievelt Robineon 

CAVE TALK 

What are you doing there by the shore? 

— I'm pushing out my boat 
I mean to follow the sun across 

To islands far remote. 
It may be I shall find a land 

Where fruits and spices grow; 
Fairer women, stronger men, 

And mountains topped with snow. 
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— Nay^ go not forth across the waye^ 
Where ghosts and monsters be. 

What fairer folk can heart desire 

Than my sweet cnbs and me? 
And who shall bring ns fish and flesh 

When yon are gone away? 
Come^ spread the net and string the bow — 

But fare not far astray! 

What are yon scratching there on the rock? 

— I'm carving pictures here — 
Feathered bird and otter furred^ 

To bide for many a year. 
When a thousand moons have waxed and waned 

And I am dost and smokcj 
Men shall behold my handiwork 

And praise the master-stroke. 

— O sluggard^ leave yonr idle ways — 
Behold our bitter dearth ! 

We shiver in the frosty wind 

And crouch upon the earth. 
Goj strip the otter and her cubs 

For coats and kirtles fine. 
And pluck the feathered bird to strew 

A bed for me and mine. 

What are you doing out in the dark? 

— I count the stars in the sky. 
And wonder if they are the souls 

Of such as you and I; 
And if the bear and the lean gray wolf 

Have souls like yours and mine. 
That go to feed the milky way 

Or make the great stars shine. 
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— O dreamer^ what are the stars to you 
And the souls of wolf and bear? 

The gray wolf prowls about the rock 

And sniffs apon the air; 
His eyes are shining in the dark 

Like stars above the sea! 
Bnild hi^ the fire before the cave 

To g^rd my cubs and me. 

What do you see that stare so hard? 

— A face all smooth and white. 
And breasts and shoulders smooth and round 

And soft in the flickering light 
I muse how wondrous women are 

And how unlike to men. . • . 
I saw white arms in the sea at dawn . . . 

Long since . . . and never again. . . . 

— You love me not, O stranger man. 
Who talk of women and men. 

Of white arms in the sea at dawn . . . 

You love me never again ! 
You sit and dream the while I wait — 

And the little ones all asleep . . . 
Oh, if you love me a little, man. 

Kiss me ... or I shall weep ! 

Poetry: A Magazine of Fene Joseph Warren Beach 
THE CHINESE NIGHTINGALE 

A Song in Chinsse Tap€9tri€$ 
D^dicaUd to 8. T, P, 

^' How, how," he said. " Friend Chang," I said, 
" San Francisco sleeps as the dead — 
Ended license, lust and play: 
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Why do you iron the night away? 
Your big dock speaks with a deadly soondj 
With a tick and a wail till dawn cornea round. 
While the monster shadows glower and creep. 
What can be better for man than sleep? " 

" I will teU yon a secret," Chang replied; 

" My breast with vision is satisfied, 

And I see green trees and fluttering wings. 

And my deathless bird from Shanghai sings." 

Then he lit five fire-crackers in a pan. 

" Pop, pop ! " said the fire-crackers, " cra-cra-crack ! ' 

He Ut a joss-stick long and black. 

Then the proud gray joss in the comer stirred; 

(^ his wrist appeared a gray small bird: 

And this was the song of tiie gray small bird: 

" Where is the princess, loved forever, 
Who made Chang first of the kings of men? " 

And the joss in the comer stirred again; 

And the carved dog, curled in his arms, awoke. 

Barked forth a smoke-cloud that whirled and broke. 

It piled in a mase round the ironing-place. 

And there on the snowy table wide 

Stood a Chinese lady of high degree. 

With a scornful, witching, tea-rose face • • • 

Yet she put away all form and pride. 

And laid her glimmering veil aside 

With a childlike smile for Chang and for me. 

The walls fell back, night was aflower. 

The table gleamed in a moonlit bower, 

While Chang, with a countenance carved of stone. 

Ironed and ironed, all alone. 

And thus she sang to the busy man Chang: 

" Have you forgotten . . . 
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Deep in the ages, long, long ago> 
I was your fweetheartj there on the sand — 
Storm-worn beach of the Chinese land? 
We sold our grain In the peacock town 
Bnilt on the edge of the sea-sands brown — 
Bnilt on the edge of the sea-sands brown • . • 

" When all the world was drinking Uood 

From the skulls of men and bnlls^ 

And all the world had swords and dubs of stone. 

We drank our tea in China, beneath the sacred spice* 

trees. 
And heard the curled waves of the harbor moan. 
And this gray bird. In Love's first spring. 
With a bright bronse breast and a bronse-brown wing, 
Captured Ac world with his carolling. 
Do yon remember, ages after. 
At last the world we were bom to own? 
Yon were the heir of the yeUow throne — 
The world was the field of the Chinese man 
And we were the pride of the sons of Han. 
We copied deep books, and we carred in jade, 
And wove white silks In the mulberry shade." • • • 

" I remember, I remember 
That Spring came on forever. 
That Spring came on forever." 
Said the Chinese nightingale. 

My heart was filled with marvel and dream 
Though I saw the western street-lamps gleam. 
Though dawn was bringing the western day. 
Though Chang was a laundr3rman, ironing away • • • 
Mingled there, with the streets and alleys. 
The railroad-yard, and the dock-tower bright, 
Demon-douds crossed ancient valleys; 
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Across wide lotos-ponds of light 
I marked a giant firefly's flight. 

And the lady^ rosy-red. 

Opened her fan, dosed her fan. 

Stretched her hand toward Chang, and said: 

"Do yon remember. 

Ages after. 

Oar palace of heart-red stone? 

Do yon remember 

The litUe doU-faced children 

With their lanterns foil of moon-fire. 

That came from all the empire 

Honoring the throne? — 

The loyeliest f^te and camiyal 

Oar world had ever known? 

The sages sat abont as 

With their heads bowed in their beards. 

With proper meditation on the sight. 

Confadas was not bom; 

We lived in those great days 

Confadas later said were lived aright . • . 

And this gray bird, on that day of Spring, 

With a bright-bronie breast, and a bronie-brown 

wing, 
Captared the world with his carolling. 
Late at night his tane was spent. 
Peasants, 
Sages, 
Children, 
Homeward went, 

And then the bronse bird sang for yon and me. 
We walked alone, oar hearts were hi^ and free. 
I had a silvery name, I had a silvery name, 
I had a silvery name — do yon remember 
The name yon cried beside the tambling sea? " 
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Chang tomed not to the lady slim — 
He bent to his work, ironing away; 
But she was arch and knowing and growing. 
And the bird on his shonlder spdce for him. 

" Darling . . . darling . . . darling . . . darling . • .** 
Said the Chinese ni^tingale. 

The great gray joss on a rustic shdfj 

Rakish and shrewdy with his collar awry^ 

Sang impolitely^ as though by himself. 

Drowning with his bellowing the nightingale's cry: 

" Back through a hundred, hundred years 

Hear the wayes as thy dimb the piers. 

Hear the howl of the silyer seas. 

Hear the thunder! 

Hear the gongs of holy China 

How the waves and tunes combine 

In a rhythmic clashing wonder. 

Incantation old and fine: 

' Dragons, dragons, Chinese dragons ; 
Red fire-crackers, and green fire-crackers. 
And dragons, dragons, Chinese dragons/ " 

Then the lady, rosy-red. 

Turned to her lover Chang and said: 

" Dare you forget that turquoise dawn 

When we stood on our mist-hung velvet lawn. 

And worked a spell this great joss taught 

Till a God of the Dragons was charmed and caught? 

From the flag high over our palace-home 

He flew to our feet in rainbow-foam — 

A king of beauty and tempest and thunder 

Panting to tear our sorrows asunder. 

We mounted the back of that royal slave 

With thoughts of desire that were noble and grave. 
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We swam down the shore to the dragon-mountains^ 

We whirled to the peaks and the fiery fountains. 

To our secret ivory house we were borne. 

We looked down Uie wonderful wing-filled regions 

Where the dragons darted in (Simmering legions. 

Right by my breast the ni^tingale sang; 

The old rhymes rang in the sunlit mist 

That we this hour regain — 

Son^^fire for the brain. 

When my hands and my hair and my feet you kissed^ 

When you cried for your heart's new pain^ 

What was my name in the dragon-mistj 

In the rings of the rainbowed rain? " 

" Sorrow and loye, glory and loye," 
Said the Chinese nightingale. 
" Sorrow and love^ glory and lovcj" 
Said the Chinese nightingale. 

And now the joss broke in with his song: 

" Dying ember^ bird of Chang, 

Soul of Chang, do you remember? — 

Ere you returned to the shining harbor 

There were pirates by ten thousand 

Descended on the town 

In vessels mountain-high and red and brown. 

Moon-ships that climbed the storms and cut the skies. 

On their prows were painted terrible bright eyes. 

But I was then a wizard and a scholar and a priest; 

I stood upon the sand; 

With lifted hand I looked upon them 

And sunk their vessels with my wizard eyes. 

And the stately lacquer-gate made safe again. 

Deep, deep below the bay, the sea-weed and the spray. 

Embalmed in amber every pirate lies. 

Embalmed in amber every pirate lies." 

87 



Digitized by 



Google 



Then this did the noUe lady say: 

*' Bird, do yoa dream of our home-coming day 

When yon flew like a courier on before 

From the dragon-peak to oor palace-door. 

And we drove the ateed in yonr singing path — 

The ramping dragon of lau^ter and wrath; 

And found our city all aglow. 

And knighted this joss that dedced it so? 

There were golden BBhea in the purple rirer 

And silver fishes and rainbow fishes. 

There were golden jonks in the laughing river. 

And silver junks and rainbow junks: 

There were golden lilies by the bay and river. 

And sOver-lilies and tiger-lilies. 

And tinkling wind-bells in the gardens of the town 

By the black lacquer-gate 

Where walked in state 

The kind king Chang 

And his sweet-heart mate • • • 

With his flag-bom dragon 

And his crown of peari . . . and . • . jade; 

And his nightingale reigning in the mulberry shade. 

And sailors and soldiers on the sea-sands brown. 

And priests who bowed them down to your song — 

By the city called Han, the peacock town. 

By the city called Han, the nightingale town. 

The nightingale town." 

Then sang the bird, so strangely gay. 

Fluttering, fluttering, ghostly and gray, 

A vague, unravelling, answering tune. 

Like a long unwinding silk cocoon; 

Sang as though for the soul of him 

Who ironed away in that bower dim: 

*' I have forgotten 
Your dragons great, 
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Merry and mad and friendly and bold. 

Dim iB your proud lost palace-gate. 

I vagndy know 

There were heroes of oldj 

Troubles more than the heart could hold^ 

There were wolyes in the woods 

Yet lambs in the f oldj 

Nests in the top of the almond tree . . . 

The eyergreen tree . . . and the mulberry tree • • 

Life and hurry and joy forgotten 

Years on years I but half -remember . . . 

Man is a torchj then ashes soon^ 

May and Juncj then dead December^ 

Dead December, then again June. 

Who shall end my dream's confusion? 

Life is a loom, wearing illusion . . . 

I remember^ I remember 

There were ghostly veils and laces • . • 

In the shadowy, bowery places . • . 

With loyers' ardent faces 

Bending to one another. 

Speaking each his part. 

They infinitely echo 

In the red caye of my heart 

' Sweetheart, sweetheart, sweetheart! ' 

They said to one another. 

They spoke, I think, of perils past. 

They spoke, I think, of peace at last 

One thing I remember: 

Spring came on forever. 

Spring came on forever," 

Said tiie Chinese nightingale. 

Po€trg: A MagoMine of Vern Fachel L%nd$ay 
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SPRING 

Hey, old worid, old lasj-bones^ wake to the Spring- 

tanel 
The mmic of the spheres is quickened to a jig — 
Wobble a one-step along your flashing orbit^ with the 

moon for your light-tripping partner! 

Shoye your staid bonnet over your ear^ proper old 

And sway along the streets, tipsy with the Spring! 

Here are the young men, gay in their festive lids. 
Carolling vigorously the joy within them! 
What matter if the tune slide up and down? 
Spring is alive, and the maidens tremUe to you, as 
you to them. 

I thrill with it too — 

I long to hie me to His Honor the Mayor, 

And slap him vigorously on the back, disturbing the 

proper set of his derby. 
And shout. Wake up, old diap, it's Spring — 

Let the solemn judge shrug off the ermine, and join 

the reveUers ! 
Let the pompous financier sing a naughty trio with 

his wife and the placid chauffeur ! 
And this to the Police Conmiissioner — 
Furnish the foremost pair of your marching guardians 

of the peace with mandolins and guitars. 
And let the ranks behind decorously do the toe dance. 

Oh, the quickening of the world ! 

The push of the agile leaves^ the fluttering mating 

of birds. 
The delicious unquiet of the love-hungry earth! 
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1 

The awakening spirit is everywhere; | 

Nothing escapes; nothing can resist dancing to its { 

absurd and delightful melody. 

The Moitet Clement Wood i 

1 

NEEDLE TRAVEL '] 

I sit at home and sewj 

I ply my needle and thread. 

But the trip aromid the garment's hem 

Is not the path I tread; 

My stitches neat. 

With their rhythmic beat. 

Keep time to very different feet. 

On a different journey sped. 

^o^j fiT^ heart 

Tip-toe, tip-toe. 

They must not hear you. 

They must not know. 

They must not follow where you go. 

Bare, brown feet on the dusty road. 
Unbound body free of its load. 
Limbs that need no stinging goad 
Step, step out on the dusty road. 

Friends to greet on the jolly road, 

Lopeing rabbit, and squatting toad. 

Beetle, trundling along with your load ; 

Hey, little friends. 

Good-day, good-morrow. 

You see me to-day. 

You forget me to-morrow. 

Time to chase you across the road, 
Lopeing rabbit, and poke you, toad, 
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Upset jon, beetle with your load; 

Hey, little friends. 

Good-day. 

Bare, brown feet in the shelving pool. 
Unbound body, relaxed and cool. 
Limbs lying bare and beautiful; 
Hey, green pool. 
Good-day, good-morrow. 
You hold me to-day. 
You forget me to-morrow. 

Time to float in you, rapt and cool. 
Swim the rapids above you, pool. 
Dive in your waters bomitiful; 
Hey, sweet friend. 
Good-day. 

I sit at home and sew, 

I ply my needle and thread. 

But the trip around the garment's hem 

Is not the path I tread. 

The Moitei Margaret French PatUm 



THE FAraV FORT 

As I went by the fairy fort, 

I heard a laughing wee voice say, 

" Whisht ! Be these humans rale at all ? 
Ill not believe it, nay! " 

"Aye; but ye see the crayturs plain." 
" But seein' niver makes it true, 

No more than not to see be proof. 
'Tis what they think and do. 
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" They chase unrale things all day long, — 
Money and aiae and fame and power, — 

With niver time to pipe and dream. 
Or gossip with a flower. 

'* They just have faith in what they see; 

And diey be blind as mid-day owls, — 
Except the little childher dear. 

And some with childher-sowls. 

'' Such stupid things they be, and qnare! 

I'll not believe in them, not I ! 
Come, let us pipe a rale, trae lilt, 

And lave the craytors by ! '* 

As I went by the fairy fort, 

I heard a piping sweet and small, — 

I wcmder, are the Wee Folk real. 
Or' am I real at all? 

Th^ BeUman Abbie Farwell Brown 



SONG 

Ebb on with me across the snnset tide 
And float beyond the waters of the world. 

The light of evening sUpping from thy side. 
Thy softened voice in waves of silence furled. 

Flow on into the flaming morning wine. 

Drowning the land in color. Then on high 
Rise in thy candid innocence and shine 
' Like to a poplar straight against the sky. 

BoMton Transcript Edward J. O'Brien 
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FOR THE DEDICATION OF A TOY 
THEATRE 

You bamBhdl fairies and lean outlawed elves, 

Immur^ in dusty books on closet shelves; 

Yon exorcised young spirits that have lain, 

Cooped-ap with cobwebs, in a cynic's brain; 

Yoa goblins and goodfellows, mischief mites 

That drank the cream and teased the dog o' nights; 

You godmothers; yon witches on old brooms; 

Yoa prancing princes (coal-Mack hair, and plumes), 

Maidens, magicians, ogres, Jack-in-vines, 

Con your enchantments, furbish up your lines. 

Make ready for revival — not so fast ! — 

You shall be summoned when the play is cast. 

And you, grown old too early, you whose eyes 

Have lost the wonder of the truly wise; 

You scoffers armed with " science," and a laugh. 

Who know the world and scorn the better half; 

You, also, looking backward with regret, 

Who catch a glimmer of late childhood yet; 

And you who never wandered, skimped indeed. 

Beyond the borders of the hard world's need; 

But most, you children, holding in your hearts 

The ways of highest heaven, best of arts. 

Be seated here. Yon curtain is the mind: 

Let logic slip, and — laughter is behind. 

Ay, laughter, and brave deeds, and hopes come true, — 

The old sweet world of fancy, made for you. 

But mark you, disenchantment's nigh at hand; 

Whoever questions will not understand. 

Look to 't: and, as you love us, we entreat. 

Put off your cares; a smile will buy your seat. 

Hoi actors! come, make ready there within: — 

Have up the curtain; let the play begin! 

Scribner^t Magazine Benjamin R. C. Law 
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THE COURTYARD PIGEONS 

Dear birds^ that flatter happily 

Against the grey stone wall^ ^ 
That hides the joyous sun from me^ 

Do yon not hear my call? 
Each weary day when you go past 

To strut and perch up there> — 
Or when you soar away so fast, 

I watch you, — and I care: 
For, in your iridescent flight. 

My eyes have learned to see 
How, in this strange and man-made night. 

One thing, at least, goes free. 
And do you know what you have taught 

In low and cooing cries? 
Though much is gone, they have not bought 

The part of me that flies ! 
Boiton Tramcript Caroline GUtinan 



THE BARBERRY BUSH 

Threading the wood, if I might see 
A hamadryad leave her tree. 
Or Pan with dripping honeycomb 
Luring a nymph away from home. 
Eager to ask some friendly faun 
What way Proserpina had gone. 
Or catch an accent, pungent, wild. 
Of garrulous Hermes, like a child 
I grieved to miss them. Everything 
Was hushed: no creature cared to sing. 
Nor memory of song sufficed: 
The earth had grown unparadised. 
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But wbere m bAibeny in flower 

Had totfed against fhe fun a ibower 

Of pendent blosaomt^ golden tliapet 

Clustered like small immortal grapes 

Grown for a bal^ Baechns^ all 

The air tomed rich and musical 

With honeyed litUe dianging chimes 

Onl J a bee makes when he climbs 

A bell-shaped bloom, and being stoot. 

Shakes pollen-dust and mnsic out. 

Whether the barberry had made 

A compact with the winds, afraid 

To lose her sweets if wind should blow. 

Or what she offered, can I know? 

But all her essence hovered there 

Diffused in aromatic air 

That guttered like a living wine 

Her soul exhaled, besieging mine 

With beauty, making me at home 

Within the windless delicate dome 

Of vaulted fragrance over her. 

Some poignancy of mint or myrrh, 

Bosemary-whim, lavender-lure. 

Or balm of bruisM balsam pure. 

Some whiff of fern, fennel, or rue. 

Tang of the wild grass steeped in dew. 

Had Hermes flung her from mid-flight 

As benison for his delight? 

For incense-strange and spiced was she, 

A pensioner of Araby, 

Dreaming her dream of winged feet 

And doud-lost laughter bitter-sweet. 

Yet not for Hermes did each urn 

Of hidden honey yield in turn 

Its amber to the pilgrim bees. 

Their god is Pan, the god of trees, 
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Who pipes for them all bloMom-news^ 
And knows what melody to use 
For ripe wild-grape and apple-tree> 
And yon in bloom^ O Barberry! 
Was that your fnoiif that I heard 
His veery sing, in which recorred 
Honey and spices, grape-bloom mist. 
Young leayes in eyening amethyst. 
With ringing of thin topas bells 
Like small dose-clustered asphodels? 

So sang Pan's veery, so sang he. 
That all the world was Thessaly, 
And any cedar might avail 
To hold an answering nightingale. 
The mosses by the oak-tree's root 
Caressed a gleaming naked foot, 
But quick as light the nymph was gone, 
I glimpsed the brown pursuing faun 
And heard the chiming of their glee. 
Proserpina eluded me. 
But from your blossoms showered down 
I guessed the color of her gown — 
What else but color of the sun? 
And singing veery there was none* 
Until into my mood you flowered. 
Illumining the wood unbowered. 

Now kindly Pan forevermore 

Be mindful of you! May he store 

Your honey in Arcadian jars; 

Summon back Hermes from the stars 

Into your «one of spicy «est — 

A Uttle Orient in the West! 

Jeweled with bees, gilded with bloom. 

You shall hold court within your room 
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If once he pipe beside the door^ 
The Master Improvisator! 
Thither may he resort, content 
To find yon richly reddent. 
And make yon music all your own. 
So riyer-sweet in reedy tone. 
It shall inspire at evening hush 
His brown inmiortal veery-thmsh. 

Century MagoMtne Grace Hazard Conkling 

GREEN SYMPHONY 



The glittering leaves of the rhododendrons 
Balance and vibrate in the cool air; 
While in the sky above them 
White doods chase each other. 

Like scampering rabbits. 

Flashes of sunlight sweep the lawn; 

They fling in passing 

Patterns of shadow. 

Golden and green. 

With long cascades of laughter. 

The mating birds dart and swoop to the turf: 

'Mid their mad thrillings 

Glints the gay son behind the trees. 

Down there are deep bine lakes: 
Orange blossom droops in the water. 

In the tower of the winds. 

All the bells are set adrift: 

Jingling 

For the dawn. 
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Thin fluttering streamers 

Of breese lash through the swaying boughs. 

Palely expectant 

The earth receiyes the slanting rain. 

I am a guttering raindrop 

Hugged close by the cool rhododendron. 

I am a daisy starring 

The exquisite curves of the dose-cropped turf. 

The glittering leaves of the rhododendron 
Are shaken like blue green blades of glass. 
Flickering, cracking, falling: 
Splintering in a million fragments. 

The wind runs laughing up the slope 
Stripping off handfuls of wet green leaves. 
To fling in people's faces. 
Wallowing on tiie daisy-powdered turf. 
Clutching at the sunlight. 
Cavorting in the shadow. 

Like baroque pearls. 

Like cloudy emeralds, 

The clouds and the trees clash together; 

Whirling and swirling, 

In the tumult 

Of the spring. 

And the wind. 

u 

The trees splash the sky with their fingers, 
A restless green rout of stars. 

With whirling movement 
They swing their boughs 
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Aboat thdr stems: 

Planes on planes of light and shadow 

Pass among them^ 

Opening fanlike to f alL 

The trees are like a sea; 

Tossing; 

Tremblings 

Boaring, 

Wallowing, 

Darting their long green flickering fronds up at the 

sky. 
Subsiding, 
Spotted with white blossom-spray. 

The trees are roofs: 

Hollow caverns of cool bine shadow 

Solemn arches 

In the afternoons. 

The whole vast horison 

In terrace beyond terrace. 

Pinnacle above pinnacle. 

Lifts to the sky 

Serrated ranks of gpreen on green. 

They caress the roofs with their fingers, 

They sprawl about the river to look into it; 

Up the hill they come 

Gesticulating challenge: 

They cower together 

In dark valleys; 

They yearn out over the fields. 

Enamelled domes 
Tumble upon the grass. 
Crashing in ruin 
Quiet at last 
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The trees lash the sky with their leaves^ 
Uneasily shaking their dark green manes. 



in 

Par let the voices of the mad wild birds be calling 

me^ 
I will abide in this forest of pines. 

When the wind blows 
Battling through the forest^ 
I hear it distantly^ 
Like the crash of a perpetual sea. 

When the rain falls, 

I watch silver spears slanting downwards 
From the pale river-pools of sky. 
Enclosed in dark fronds. 

When the sun shines, 

I weave together distant branches till they enclose 

mighty circles, 
I sway to the movement of hooded summits, 
I swim leisurely in deep blue seas of air. 

I hug the smooth bark of stately red pillars 

And with cones carefully scattered 

I mark the progression of dark dial-shadows 

Flung diagonally downwards through the afternoon. 

This turf is not like turf; 

It is a smooth dry carpet of velvet, 

Embroidered witii brown patterns of needles and 

cones. 
These trees are not like trees: 
They are innumerable feathery pagoda-umbrellas, 
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Stiffly ungracious to the wind^ 
Teetering on red-Iacqoered stems. 

In the evening I listen to the winds' lisping^ 

While the conflagrations of the sunset flicker and 

dash behind me, 
Flamboyant crenelations of glory amid the charred 

ebony boles. 

In the night the fiery nightingales 
Shall dash and trill through the silence: 
Like the voices of mermaids crying 
From the sea. 

Long ago has the moon whelmed this uncompleted 

temple. 
Stars swim like gold fish far above the black arches. 

Far let the timid feet of dawn fly to catch me: 

I will abide in this forest of pines: 

For I have unveiled naked beauty^ 

And the things that she whispered to me in the dark* 

ness^ 
Are buried deep in my heart 

Now let the black tops of the pine-trees break like a 

spent wave> 
Against the grey sky: 

These are tombs and memorials and temples and altars 
sunkindled for me. 
The Little Review John Gould Fletcher 

SERENADE 

The Moon puts on her silver veil 
And shawl of lace: and with far lutes 

And violins in many a dale 

The thrushes blow their woodland flutes. 
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Oh^ and with many a ghostly cheer> 
Under the moon the forest heaves 

And sways with ecstasy to hear 
The eery laughter of the leaves. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Vene William Grifflth 



SEA mis 

Weedj moss-weed 
root tangled in sand, 
sea iris, brittle flower, 
one petal like a shell 
is broken, 

and yon print a shadow 
like a thin twig. 

Fortunate one, 

scented and stinging, 

rigid myrrh-bnd, 

camphor-flower, 

sweet and salt — you are wind 

in our nostrils. 



n 



Do the murez-fishers 

drench yon as they pass? 

Do yoar roots drag up color 

from the sand? 

Have they slipped gold under you; 

rivets of gold? 

Band of iris-flowers 

above the waves, 

you are painted blue, 
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painted like a fresh prow 
stained among the salt weeds. 
The Little Review H. D. 



BIRCHES 

When I see birches bend to left and right 

Across the lines of straig^ter darker trees^ 

I like to think some boy's been swinging them. 

Bat swinging doesn't bend them down to stay. 

Ice-storms do that. Often yon must have seen them 

Loaded with ice a smmy winter morning 

After a rain. They dick npon themselves 

As the breese rises> and torn many-colored 

As the stir cracks and erases their enamel. 

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal shells 

Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crost — 

Such heaps of brd^en glass to sweep away 

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen. 

They are dragged to the withered bracken by the 

load 
And they seem not to break; though once they are 

bowed 

So low for long they never right themselves: 
You may see their trunks arching in the woods 
Years afterwards^ trailing their leaves on the ground 
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair 
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun. 
But I was going to say when truth broke in 
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm^ 
(Now am I free to be poetical?) 
I should prefer to have some boy bend them 
As he went out and in to fetch the cows — 
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Some boy too far from town to learn baseball^ 

Whose only play was what he found himself^ 

Sonuner or winter^ and conld play alone. 

One by one he subdued his father's trees 

By riding them down over and oyer again 

Until he took the stiffness out of them 

And not one but hung limp^ not one was left 

For him to conquer. He learned all there was 

To learn about not launching out too soon 

And so not carrying the tree away 

Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise 

To the top branches, climbing carefully 

With the same pains you use to fill a cup 

Up to the brim, and even above the brim. 

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish, 

Kicking his way down through the air to the ground. 

So was I once myself a swinger of birches. 

And so I dream of going back to be. 

It's when I'm weary of considerations. 

And life is too nrach like a pathless wood 

Where your face bums and tickles with the cobwebs 

Broken across it, and one eye is weeping 

From a twig's having lashed across it open. 

I'd like to get away from earth awhile 

And then come back to it and begin over. 

May no fate willfully misunderstand me 

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away 

Not to return. Earth's the right place for love: 

I don't know where it's likely to go better. 

I'd like to go by c1lnJ>ing a birch tree. 

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk 

Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more. 

But dipped its top and set me down again. 

That would be good both going and coming back. 

One could do worse than be a swinger of birches. 

Atlantic Monthltf Robert Frott 
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HILLS 

I never loved your plains ! — 

Your gentle valleys^ 
Your drowsy country lanes 

And pleached alleys. 

I want my hills! — the traU 
That scorns the hollow. — 

Up> np the ragged shale 
Where few will follow^ 

Up^ over wooded crest 

And mossy bowlder 
With strong thigh, heaving chest. 

And swinging shoulder. 

So let me hold my way. 

By nothing halted. 
Until, at close of day, 

I stand, exalted. 

High on my hills of dream — 
Dear hills that know me! 

And then, how fair will seem 
The lands below me. 

How pare, at vesper-time. 

The far bells chiming! 
God, give me hills to climb. 

And strength for climbing! 
Scribner^i Magazine Arthur Guiterman 
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THE CLOUD 

I am a cloud in the heaven's height. 

The stars are lit for my delight^ 

Tireless and changeful^ swift and free, 

I cast my shadow on hill and sea — 

But why do the pines on the moontain's crest 

Call to me always, " Rest, rest "? 

I throw my mantle over the moon 
And I blind the sun on his throne at noon. 
Nothing can tame me, nothing can bind, 
I am a child of the heartless wind — 
But oh the pines on the mountain's crest 
Whispering always, " Rest, rest" 

Harper*M Magazine Sara Teatdale 

THE MHIAGE 

Across the Bay are low-lying cliffs, 

TVhere stand fishermen's cottages: 

I can barely distinguish them with the naked eye. 

But to-day the cliffs are lifted, escarpt. 

Perpendicular, mysterious, inaccessible. 

And those sordid dwellings have become 

The magnificent fortified castles of Sea-kings. 

North American Review Nathan Hatkell Dole 



FHIE CASTLES 

Fast falling rain and every hill in mist 
Makes even my very saddest thoughts grow sadder. 
And every sad thought lengthens n^ long list. 
An, moaning over old things that make me madder, 
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I sit and sulk over some unkhid word 

And w€ep as if I had not wept before. 

And think of words about me I have heard. 

And with old thoughts griere over them some more. 

But soon^ if I get up, or sit and gase. 

Telling myself stories of joyous thought 

Before the warm and dieery, singing blase. 

Now all my bad thou^ts in a trap are caught; 

And if I gase at castles in the fire. 

Then all the while to gladness I grow nigher. 

The LUtle Review Arvia MacKage 



VISTAS 

As I walked through the dream-peopled streets 
Of the wind-rustUng, elm-shaded city 

Where all of the houses were friends 
And the trees were all lovers of her. 

The spell of its old enchantment 

Was woven again to subdue me 

With magic of flickering shadows. 
Blown branches and leafy stir. 

Street after street, as I passed. 
Lured me and beckoned me onward. 
Releasing like flowery fragrance 

Remembrance and hope on the air. 
At the end of each breese-blurred vista 
She seemed to be watching and waiting. 
With leaf shadows over her gown 

And sunshine gilding her hair. 

For there was a dream that the kind God 
Withheld, while granting us many. — 
But surely, I think, we shall come 
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Sometime, at the last, she and I, 
To the heaven He keeps for all tired souls, 
The qniet suburban gardens 
Where He Himself walks in the evening 

Beneath the rose-dropping sky. 
And watches the balancing elm-trees 
With a sob of delight for their beauty. 
And hears dirougfa their lofty arches 

The night breese ruflk by. 

The SmaH Set Odell Shepard 



SUN-BROWNED WITH TOIL 

Sun-browned and worn with toil, he leaned awhile 

On his bright spade, and looked into the West 

His eyes were soft with thought St Francis came. 

Noiseless, and stood beside, then gently said: 

" Brother, what seest thou? " Deep he drew breath 

Of long contentment " When yon evening light 

Touches my cottage roof-tree — lo, see there 

How flames the thatch beneath the glowing rays — 

I love to look across the reddened world 

And thank my God, Who keeps me; love to muse 

And through the circling hours and changing years. 

As days tread slow on days. He works for me. 

I see yon shaggy hillside, grown with vines; 

His own all-sedulous Hand doth mold each bud 

And twine each tendril round its destined stay. 

How soft the pastures roll ! He greens them o'er 

With countless grass tips, each His utter care. 

As are the swinging stars. The chestnuts spread 

Wide-armed and dark — He builds their buttressed 

limbs 
Against the storm, and when they groan and sway 
They call to Him for succor. And the birds! 
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How far and free they ride the wei^tless air. 
And fall and soar and circle — ah, Uiey feel 
In swiftest onrush of their dissy flight 
His Hand beneath theuL And yon waving wheat 
That ripples all its shining blades with joy 
Beneath the summer's winds — He bids it grow. 
It, and the clustered vines, to furnish forth 
His Holy Table! So mine evening thoughts 
Run on and on, thus mingled; all the world 
Speaking of God, my Lord, and when the West 
Flames like a chalice, and its flooding rays 
Frame the fair sun, poised ere he veils his light, 
Methinks the whole vast world is figured there. 
God is its Sun ! and it but gleams to show 
In mjrriad forms, the One Eternal Fair 
That bade it be." He paused, and could no more. 
Then Francis prayed, his eyes besieging heaven. 
" O God, My Father, I do give Thee praise. 
That Thou hast spoken to these simple hearts. 
What pride and troubled learning faint to know. 
They search the spheres for light: this man of toil. 
Sees Thee, O Light, in all Thy common world ! 
And where Thy love hath placed him, finds his peace." 

Catholic World Edward F. GareMchi, S. J. 



JULY 

It must be summer: but of such a calm 
Doth Winter weave his dream of cloaking snow. 
Of attar'd airs that are, no air's ablow ; 
And yet from somewhere, as it were a balm, 
Blows incense slowly. Slowly, like a psalm 
Or slowly-said responses, slips the stream: 
A slim and silvery minnow does it seem, 
'Mid grasses grasping, in the Meadow's palm. 
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No bird need sing to-day^ and no bird sings: 

This stillness is enough: it is to me 

The muted prelude to Eternity; 

A summing up of hushed and ended things ; 

The balancing of Nature's books^ who creeps 

Close to a stone^ and in her own shade sleeps. 

The Midland, A Magazine 
of the Middle Weei 

Mdklan Leonard Fisher 

THE ROAD NOT TAKEN 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood^ 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler^ long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

Then took the other, as just as fair. 
And having perhaps the better claim 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear, 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same. 

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I marked the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I, 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

AUantic Monthly RobeH Frott 
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HYMN TO THE DAHlYMAmS ON BEACON 
STREET 

Sweetly solemn tee them standi 
Sphming cfaums on either hand^ 
Neatly capped and aproned white 
Airy fairy dairy si^t 
Jersey priestesses they seem 
Miracling milk to cream. 

Cream solidifies to cheese 

By Pasteoral mysteries. 

And they give, within their shrine. 

Their communion in kine. 

Incantations pure they mutter 
O'er the golden minted batter 
And (no layman hand can pen it) 
See them ^oat above their rennet 

By that hillside window pane 
Rugged teamsters draw the rein. 
Doff the battered hat and bow 
To these acolytes of cow. 

Genoflect, ye passersby! 

Muse upon their ritual high — 

Milk to cream, yea, cream to cheese 

White lacteal mysteries! 

Let adorers sing the word \ 

Of the smoothly flowing curd. 

Yea, we sing with bells and fife ! 

This is the whey, this is the Life. ' 

Boston Trantcript ChrUtopher MoHeg 
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PASSAGES FROM A POEM: THE 
NEW WORLD 



Cdia was laughing. Hopefully I said: 

" How shall this beauty that we share. 

This love, remain aware 

Beyond our happy breathing of the air? 

How shall it be fulfilled and perfected? 

If you were dead 

How then should I be comforted? '* 

But Celia knew instead: 
'' He who takes comfort here, shall find it there." 

A halo gathered round her hair. 
I looked and saw her wisdom bare 
The living bosom of the countless dead • . • 

• • • And there 
I laid my head. 

Again, when Celia laughed, I doubted her and said: 
"Life must be led 
In many ways more difficult to see 
Than this immediate way 
For you and me. 

We stand together on our lake's edge, and the mystery 
Of love has made us one, as day is made of night and 

night of day. 
Aware of one identity 
Within each other, we can say: 
' I shall be everything you are,' • . . 
We are uplifted till we touch a star. 
We know that overhead 
Is nothing more austere, more starry, or more deep to 

understand 
Than is our union, human hand in hand. 
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• • . But over oar lake eome strangen — m crowded 
lamich^ a lonely failing boy. 
A mile away a train benda by. In every car 
Strangers are travellings each widi particular 
And unkind preference like onra, with privacy 
Of nnderttandingy with especial joy 
Like ours. Celia, Celia, why shoold diere be 
Distrust between ourselves and them, disunity? 

. • . How careful we have been 
To trim this little circle that we tread. 
To set a bar 

To strangers and forbid them! Are they not as we. 
Our very likeness and our nearest kin? 
How can we shut them out and let stars in? " 

She lodged along the lake. And when I heard her 

speak. 
The sun fell on the boy's white sail and her white 

cheek. 
*' I touch them all throu^ you/' she said. " I cannot 

know them now 
Deeply and truly as my very own, except through you, 
£xcq>t through one or two 
Interpreters. 
But not a moment stirs 
Here between us^ binding and interweaving us. 
That does not bind these others to our care." 

The sunlight fell in glory on her hair . . . 
And then said Celia, radiant, when I held her near: 
*' They who find beauty who there, shall find it here." 

And on her brow. 
When I heard Celia speak. 
Cities were populous 

With peace and oceans echoed glories in her ear 
And from her risen thought 
Her lips had brought, 
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As from some peak 

Down through the clouds^ a mountain-air 

To guide the lonely and uplift the weak. 

" Record it all/' she told me^ " more than merely 

this. 
More than the shine of sunset on oar heads, more than 

a kiss. 
More than our rapt agreement and delight 
Watching the mountain mingle with the night. • . . 
Tell that the love of the two incurs 
The love of multitudes, makes way 
And welcome for them, as a solitary star 
Brings on the great array. 
Go make a lovers' calendar," 
She said, " for every day." 

And when the sun had put away 
His dassle, over the shadowy firs 
The solitary star came out. ... So on some night 
To eyes of youth shall come my light 
And hers. 

u 

"A stranger might be God," the Hindus cry. 
But Celia says, importunate: 
" The stranger must be God, and you and I." 

ni 

Once in a smoking-car I saw a scene 
That made my blood stand still. . . . 
While the sun smouldered in a great ravine. 
And I, with elbow on the window-sill. 
Was watching the dim ember of the west. 
Half-heard, but poignant as a bell 
For fire, there came a moan; the voice of one in helL 
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I torned. Acrou the ear were two yoong men^ 
Yet hardly more than boys, 
French by their look, and Iwothera, 
And one was moaning <m the other's breast. 
His face was hid away. I oonld not tell 
What words he said, half Eng^h and half French. 

I only knew 
Both men were suffering, not one but two. 

And then that face came into view, 
Gamit and unshaved, with shadows and wHd eyes, 
A face of madness and of desolation. And his cries. 
For all his mate coold do. 
Rang out, a shrill and savage noise. 
And tears ran down the stabUe of his cheek. 

The other face was younger, dean and sad. 
With the manful, stricken beauty of a lad 
Who had intended always to be glad. 

. . . The touch of his compassion, like a mother's. 
Pitied the madman, soothed him and caressed. 
And then I heard him speak: 
In a low voice: '' MoN FniRB, mon raiu ! 
Calme-toi ! Right here's your place." 
And, opening his coat, he pressed 
Upon his heart the wanderer's face 
And smoothed the tangled hair. 

After a moment peaceful there 
The maniac screamed — struck out and fell 
Across his brother's arm. Love could not quell 
His anger. Wrists together high in air 
He rose and with a yell 
Brought down his handcuff's toward his brother's 

face — 
But his hands were pinned below his waist. 
By a burly, silent sheriff, and some hideous thing was 
bound, 
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Aronnd his arms and feet 

And he was laid upon the narrow seat 

And then that sounds 

That moan 

Of one forsaken and alone ! 

'' Seigneorl le createur dn ciel et de la terre! 

Forgotten me, forgotten me ! " 

And when the voiee grew weak 
The brother leaned again, embraced 
The huddled body. But a shriek 
Repulsed him: " Non! D^tache-moi! I don't care 
For you. Non! Tu es llionmie qui m'a trahil 
Nonl Tu n'es pas mon frire." 

But as often as that stricken mind would fill 
With the great anguish and the rush of hate. 
The boy, his young eyes older, older. 
Would curve his shoidder 
To the other's pain and hold that haunted face dose 

to his face 
And say: "Oh, wait! 
You wiQ know me better by and by. 
Mon pauvre petit, be still — 
Right here's your place." 

The seeing gleam, the blinded stare. 
Theory: 
** Non, tu n'es pas mon f r^re ! " 

I saw mj^elf, myself as blind 
As he. For something smothers 
My reason. And I do not know my brothers • . • 
But every day declare: 
" Non, tu n'es pas mon fr^e! " 

IV 

I know a fellow in a steel-mill who, intent 
Upon his labors and his happiness, had meant 
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In his own wisdom to be blest. 

Had made his own mialded way 

To schooling, opportonitj, 

Sooeess. And then he lored and married. And his 

bride. 
After a brief year, died. 
I went to him to see 
If I mi^t comfort hiuL The comfort came to me. 

" David," I said, '' onder the temporary ache 
There is unwonted nearness with the dead." 
I felt his two hands take 
The sentence from me with a grip 
Forged in the mills. Ho told me that his tears were 

shed 
Before her breath went. After that, instead 
Of grief, she came herself. He felt her slip 
Into his being like a miracle, her lip 
Whispering on his, to slake 
His need of her. — " And in the night I wake 
With wonder and I find my bride 
And her embrace there in our bed. 
Within my very being! — not outside. 

..." We have each other more, much more," 
He said, " now than before. 
This very moment while I shake 
Your hand, my friend. 
Not only I, 
But she is touching you and lauglis with me because I 

cried 
For her . . . People would think me crasy if I told. 
But something in what you said made me bold 
To let you meet my bride ! " 

It was not madness. David's eye 
Was clear and open-seeing. 
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HiB life 

Had faced in death and ondentood in hii young wife^ 

Ab I when Celia died. 

The secret of God's being. 



Celia, perhaps a few 
Whom I shall tell of you 
Will see with me your beanty who are dead. 
Will hear with me your voice and what it said ! 

Poetry: A Magazine of Veree Witter Bynner 



THE MAKER, OF IMAGES 

Smibeam and storm-doad over the wonderful 
Sea, whereon ships labor and mariners 

Hope and despair, while safe in haven 
Weavers of dream by the wayside wander 

Whose hands know not the oar, nor their eyes endnre 
Insurgent ocean. Nevertheless, they live 
Not vainly, if at heart their dreams be 
One with the heart of the world forever. 

Long since, an unknown Maker of Images 

Walked where the shore looms high before Pergamon 

Fronting the sea. And while he dreamed there. 
Suddenly over the bright horison 

Fell darkness. Birds cried out, flying heavily 
Down the wind. Blue gloom, swallowing sail by sail. 
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Swung landward. The tall meadow-graMCf 
Swayed like the mane of a beast in anger 

Aroosing. • . . Then one g^are, and a thunderbolt 
Cradced^ and the world went out into colorless 

Ruin of rain, and sky and headland 
Blent with the spray of the plunging ocean. 

Meanwhile, amaxed, the Maker of Images 
Clang to the cliff. Then rose; and at erentide. 
Through dew-sweet fields and rain-washed wood- 
land 
Wandered, as one haying seen a vision. 

Homeward, without speech. And for many days 
Carved on the new-raised altar of Pergamon 
What he had seen: yet not the unmeaning 
Welter of cloud over storm-torn water. 

But warfare of white gods, the Olympians, 
Against the Earth-Bom: Zeus, thunder-panoplied, 

Pallas, and Ares, and Poseidon 
Ranging the van of his windy legions, — 

While underneath, vain Giants in agony 
Piled mountains; and alone, understanding all. 

Foam-bosomed Aphrodite smiled down 
Quietly, out of the heights above them. 

Storms pass. Untold suns, glooms beyond number- 
ing. 
Vanish. The unchanging pageant elaborates. 

And kingdoms fail, and strange commanders 
Govern imperial generations 

Of momentary dust; and the p3rramid 
Follows the prince where, emulous, tremulous. 
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Like motes along the moonbeaois dancing 
Into the darky the Enchanter changes 

Men, and the deeds of men. Yet through centuries 
Gone, since before that altar, adoringly 

With arms upraised, the Pergamaeans 
Gaaed, and grew stronger of heart beholding. 

Their dreams remain. Still, still, as a thousand 

years 
Embody June, so now and forevermore 

New lamps, new eyes, one light undying 
Hold, and reveal in a thousand rainbows. 

All gods of all times fight for us, laugh with us; 
Forgotten angels cool our delirium; 

Vague monsters from primeval caverns 
Widen the wondering eyes of children; 

And knights of old, high-hearted adventurers. 
Ride errant with us, making a tournament 
Of toil; and new-hung moons remen^r 
Passion and pang of imagined lovers 

Whose perfumed souls in blossomy silences 
Hunger, forlorn: Adonis, Endymion, 

Brynhild, Elaine, Ysolde, Helen, — 
Names like the touch of lips that loved them, — 

And brasen-handed heroes who sang as they 
Charged home against impregnable destiny 

Clang trumpets in our wars ; and saints leave 
Lilies of peace by the lonely highway. 

Pray therefore that, ourselves being treasurers 
Of beauty brought from Eden, ephemeral 
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Husbands of ageless Dawn, our dreams too 
Mould for a moment the gold immortal 

Not fouled by unclean hands^ nor unworthily 
Shapen for gain; nor scorned^ while idolaters 

Of deities unborn unwisely 
Gather barbarian toys of tinsel. 

To flatter purblind eyes. But remembering 
The beautiful old gods, and the champions 
Of storied wars, and sylvan horn-calls 
Waking mysterious elfin laughter, — 

We, in our own hour Makers of Images, 
Charm storm and day-dream into such harmony 

As men of deeds, beholding, long for. 
Forging the world into forms of heaven. 

The Yale Review Brian Hooker 



THE HOME OF HORACE 

1912 

The cold Licensa through the valley brawls; 

Unchanged the forest rustles on the hill; 
The plouj^mian to his lagging oxen calls 

Amid the selfsame vines ; and murmuring still 
Adown the hollow rock the fountain falls 

To yield the wandering herd its welcome chilL 
Each sound to him so long famfliar grown 
Even now the poet's loving ear had known. 

Could he but stand again within these walls 
Which once the kindly gods made all his own. 
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Poor poet ! who so dreaded lest bis book 

Migbt come to be at last a schoobroom bore. 
How would he mourn to see his cherished nook 

Laid bare, a prey for our my<^ic lore ! 
Sweet peace has fled^ and prying eyes may look 

On crumbling step and tessellated floor. 
Stripped to the garish light of common day. 
The sheltering mould of ages torn away. 

Now lie the little rooms, where once he took 
Long draughts of ease and let his fancy stray. 

Languid Meecenas left the roaring town 

To sip the Sabine in this friendly vale; 
Here Vergil, white of soul, oft sat him down 

To hear old Cervius spin his moral tale; 
Pert Davus, heedless of a growing frown. 

Plied here his argument without avail; 
While each new moon would rustic Phidyle stand 
To offer holy meal with pious hand. 

Pleasing her tiny gods with rosemary crown 
To bless the increase of her master's land. 

O ! that far hence, in some dim Sabine glade. 
These stones, half buried in the kindly loam, — 

Unnoted, undiscovered, unsurveyed, — 

Might but afford the owl a darkling home ! 

There might the thrush still warble undismayed. 
The timid woodland creatures boldly roam 

Through broken arch and plundered portico 

Which heard the poet's footstep long ago; 

That so no pang mi^t touch thee, gentle Shade, 
This worse than ruined house of thine to know ! 

Scribnet's Magazine George Meaeon Whicher 
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SISTER MART VERONICA 

The §ottr§boi mms hare laid the last fold stral^^ 
In her last raiment, telling tlieir alow beads 
With measured memories of her faitlifal deeds. 
And prayers for her soul's salEe, importonate. 
Now they are gone, gray shadows, to the call 
Of a far vesper bell; and foot and head. 

Two pallid topers tall — 
Glimmering, gaunt, thidL stifled with the g^oom 
Of wan dusk deepening to the naked room — 

Guard her, a short day dead- 
White and austere and virginal she lies: 
Pale brow, pale fallen lids, hair meetly drest; 
Straight shoulders never burdened, mother-wiM^, 
Of weary little bodies sleep-possest; 
Meek mouth uncurved of kisses, folded eyes ; 
Thin hands lig^t linked across a shallow breast; 
Beyond desire, past sorrow and past surprise. 

Mute, passionless, at rest. 

Strange, as I watch, a faint soft flame of youth 
Brightens upon her, slowly, wondrously. 

And lends her magic dower . . . 
A look of vision and of prophecy. 
Not curve of cheek and color of fine rose. 
Not curl nor fleetiog dimple — none of those. 
But the warm beauty and the tender ruth 
Of April sunlight on an autumn flower 

One brief, miraculous hour. 

Lo, what at last are dust and age and death ! 
Time cannot touch the innermost spirit . . . See — 
Half smiling, confident of joy to be. 
Sure of her heritage, with bated breath 
Biding her destiny, 
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She waits, a slim girl wistful of the troth. 
Life still a dream — Love still a mystery ! 

Boiion Tramcript Nancy Byrd Turner 

THE ADVENTURER 

He did not come in the red dawn. 

He did not come at noon. 
And all the long bright highway 

Lay lonely to the moon. 

And never more, we know now. 
Will he come wandering down 

The breezy hollows of the hills 
Into the quiet town. 

For he has heard a voice cry 

A storry-faint "Ahoy!" 
Far up the wind, and followed 

Unquestioning after joy. 

But we are long forgetting 

The quiet way he went. 
With looks of love and gentle scorn 

So sweetly, subtly blent. 

We cannot cease to wonder. 
We two who loved him, how 

He fares along the windy ways 
His feet must travel now. 

But we must draw the curtain 

And fasten bolt and bars 
And talk, here in the firelight. 
Of him beneath the stars. 
The Bellman OdeU Shepard 
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FLAMMONDE 



The num Flammonde, from God knows where. 
With firm addrcM and foreign air^ — 
With newi of nationt in his talk 
And somediing rojal in his walk, — 
With f^int of iron in his ejes. 
But nerer doobt, nor yet siq>rise. 
Appeared, and stayed, and held his head 
As <me bj kings accredited. 

Erect, with his alert repose 
About him, and about his dodies. 
He pictured all tradition hears 
Of what we owe to fifty years. 
His cleansing heritage of taste 
Paraded neither want nor waste; 
And what he needed for his fee 
To live, he borrowed graciously. 

He never told ns what he was. 
Of what mischance, or other cause. 
Had banished him from better days 
To play the Prince of Castaways. 
Meanwhile he played surpassing well 
A part, for most, unplayable; 
In fine, one pauses, half afraid 
To say for certain that he played. 

For that, one may as well forego 
Conviction as to yes or no; 
Nor can I say just how intense 
Would then have been the difference 
To several, who, having striven 
In vain to get what he was given. 
Would see the stranger taken on 
By friends not easy to be won. 
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Moreover^ many a malcontent 
He soothed and found munificent; 
His courtesy beguiled and foiled 
Suspicion that his years were soiled; 
His mien distinguished any crowd. 
His credit strengthened when he bowed; 
And women^ young and old, were fond 
Of looking at the man Flammonde. 

There was a woman in our town 
On whom the fashion was to frown; 
But while our talk renewed the tinge 
Of a long^faded scarlet fringe. 
The man Flammonde saw none of that. 
But what he saw we wondered at — 
That none of us, in her distress. 
Could hide or find our littleness. 

There was a boy that all agreed 

Had shut within him the rare seed 

Of learning. We could understand. 

But none of us could lift a hand. 

The man Flammonde appraised the youth. 

And told a few of us the truth; 

And thereby, for a little gold, 

A flowered future was unrolled. 

There were two citizens who fought 
For years and years, and over nought; 
They made life awkward for their friends. 
And shortened their own dividends. 
The man Flammonde said what was wrong 
Should be made right; nor was it long 
Before they were again in line. 
And had each other in to dine. 
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And tbese I mentkm are but four 
Of many out of many more. 
So much for tliem. But what of him — 
So firm in erery look and limb? 
What smaH saianic sort of Idnk 
Wai in his brain? What broken link 
Withheld hhn from the destinies 
That came so near to being his? 

What was he, when we came to sift 
His meaning, and to note the drift 
Of incommimicaUe ways 
That make us ponder while we praise? 
Why was it that his charm revealed 
Somehow the surface of a shield? 
What was it that we never caught? 
What was he, and what was he not? 

How mnch it was of him we met 
We cannot ever know; nor yet 
Shall all he gave us quite atone 
For what was his, and his alone; 
Nor need we now, since he knew best, 
Nourish an ethical nnrest: 
Rarely at once will nature give 
The power to be Flammonde and live. 

We cannot know how mnch we learn 
From those who never will retom. 
Until a flash of unforeseen 
Remembrance falls on what has been« 
We've each a darkening hill to dimb; 
And this is why, from time to time 
In Tilbury Town, we look beyond 
Horisons for the man Flammonde. 

The Outlook Edwin AHmgton Robin$on 
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6AYHEART 
A STORT OF DEFEAT 



Gayheart came in Jane^ I saw his heels 

Go through the door^ and broken heels they were. 
His eyes were big^ and blue, and young. He said» 

'' Could you direct me to the Basement^ Sir? " 

I knew the Basement; I had grubbed there once 

Before a client tumbled In my net 
And brought me riches. It was coffin-cold 

And on the bare walls seeped a moldy sweat. 

'Twas next the kitchen^ too^ and had the breath 
Of cheap things cooking — but I led him down. 

The stairs dropped naked through the clammy dark — 
He paused^ and gasped, as men do when they drown. 

" Is it down there? '' I turned and took his arm 
(Thin as a boy's it was; all skin and bone) ; 

I said: '' The dark is just a pleasant cloak 
To veil you off, and keep your thoughts alone. 

'' A Boarding-House is all-inquisitive ; 

You're safer here." '' How did you know/' he 
said, 
*' That I would want to be alone ? Am I 

An open book to be so simply read? " 

We stumbled down until I felt the door 

Beneath my fingers. Then I struck a light — 

The room grinned at us like an ugly face 

Cau^t in a heart-beat from the doak of night. 
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The boy's breath cradled hit lipa. I saw his soul 
Stand in his eyes, and look^ and shrink again, 

Siek with the moment's shattered Tisionings, 
And <m his face went the slow feet of pain. 

" It strikes jou bleak, eh? Come, it's not so bad. 

The gas won't whimper if yon torn it low. 
The bed is lame, bat friendly. Here's a desk 

To scribble at." He said: " I write, yoa know. 

*' I've come to be a writer." And he smiled. 
As boys do when they say their heart's desire; 

" I'm from the Sooth — a paper took me on. 
But that's just keeping fagots in my fire." 

He smiled again, for he had all his youth 

To snule from. '' My real work," he said, " will be 

To sketch the city — not in prosy books. 
Bat in its native, living poetry. 

'* Cities were made for measares and for rhyme. 
They have an ancient minstrelsy of feet. 

And rivers sweep their shipping like a song. 
And there is endless masic in a street 

" Endless, I say, and never caoght by man. 

Yoor books? Ah, how they walk, walk, walk, with 
words; 
Bat verse runs on light feet, as Cities do — 

O God, I've dreamed it till it harts like swords 

" Not to be writing; bat I've got to learn. 

Learn, learn it all — the streets, the parks, the 
ships. 

The subway and the skyscrapers ! " He stopped 
And bnished his hand across his trembling lips. 
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" Excuse me, sir. Yon were the first kind sonl 
I'd spoken to — the rest are like the tomb." 

He smiled and touched my hand; and then I turned^ 
Leaving him standing in his wistful room. 



n 

June passed, and weather came that seared our flesh. 

The soft streets crawled; old men dropped down 
and died; 
Within the House our summer tempers snarled. 

And every night the lady boarder cried. 

Her alcove shouldered mine — and so I knew. 

She came at six, her feet as slow as lead 
Dragged through her door, and cried till supper-time. 

I never saw her but her eyes were red. 

Poor Gayheart whitened slowly, till his face 
Was like the paper that he scribbled on. 

But he had youth, and some vague bravery 
That held him taut until his task was done. 

He rasped our nerves, though, with his restless wa3rs. 
His restless, silent ways. . . • He never seemed 

To see us when we passed him in the hall — 
His eyes were distant with the thing he dreamed. 

He bolted dinner like a dog, as though 

He feared his fate would snatch him unaware 

With all his dreams unproved — then, starting up. 
Would grope the shadowed hallway to the stair. 

And down to his eternal folderol. 

His spitting gaslight and his scratching pen. 

Until we cursed him for his industry. 
His bemg different from the ruck of men. 
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Then one dead idf^ when all die stars did sweat 
He plodced mj sleeve, and smiled, and drew me 
down 
His damned Uack stairs. Then, while the clogged 
jet whined. 
He read me what he'd writtoi of the Town. 

It strodL me wooderfoL It had the adie 
Of msh-hoor traflk in it, and the swing 

Of wheeb, as though he'd listened in a street, 
A crowded street where life ran thundering. . • • 

It made me think of going to my work; 

Of men in crowds, and women's faces drawn 
With painted lines, and shops and ships and spires 

And skyscrapers that reached op for the dawn. 

And then beneath the step of rhyme I heard 

The boy's sodI speaking. . . . And I knew that he 

Had spent himself like dnst among the crowd 
To catch the heart-beat for his poetry. 

His voice went out like flame. I found myself 

Shocked by the still, smaH romn. To me it seemed 
Great throngs had passed with various noise. He 
said: 
"That's just the gateway to the thing I've 
dreamed!" 

m 

There is a street's end, where the coasters sleep. 
And there, at twilight, purple waters run. 

And o'er their breast the crimson-coated day 
Trails the last silver of the fallen sun. 

A wall is there, for men to dream upon; 

And so young Gayheart went, witii all his scars 
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Unhealed . . . and saw the lights sown throng^ the 
dnsk^ 
And his tall city in a doak of stars. 

Tier upon tier the golden windows bnmed^ 

As though men sought new freedom in the skies; 

And somehow, lured by starlight and by dawn. 
Built his blind cities up to paradise ! 

Afar the bridges spun their silver webs. 

The mellow whistles talked along the stream; 

But Gayheart leaned athirst upon a stone. 
Hurt with the shining beauty of his dreauL 

And he was like a child with wistf ulness. 

Holding his hands out through the summer night. 

Where in the dusk the great, clean towers flared. 
Like swords thrust up in some red battle-light! 

And then he turned, aU dumb with his desire. 
And stumbled through still streets, until he found 

The great bridge trembling underfoot and heard 
The trains go by him with a tempest sound. 

Black, shapeless forms came shrieking with bright 
eyes; 

The sea-wind rolled like drums against his ears. 
And he was singing, singing as he trod. 

And in his eyes were sudden, smarting tears. 

The tallest spire enraptured him! He strode 

Under the roofed bridge, where the newsboys cry. 

And out into that little breathing-space 
From whence the windows go into the sky. 

And there he sought a bench and sat him down. 
Between two snoring vagabonds, who lay 
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Sprawled on their f aces, . . . but his wakef nliieM 
Wat like a lamp within him till the day. 

What did it mean? the stone flung lilLe a song? 

The desk-lig^t brothering the star? The whole 
Up-sweep of roofs that is our native-land — 

What meaning had it, and what secret soul? 

He sat with nptomed eyes, as young men do. 
Until the lamp upon his face grew wan; 

He saw his nati<m telling in its House, 

Its tall, strange House that reached up for the 
dawn! 

And dreaming, saw the Elder Worlds asleep 
In their low houses, beautiful with Time. . . . 

The Tagrant at his left side groaned and breathed. 
Lifting a face of cumulative grime — 

" What's ifl yer gissard, lad, that twists ye so? 

I know I You're one of them wot's got a brain ! 
Now me — " His brother raised a blowsy head: 

*' Aw, hell! " he snarled, and fell asleep again. 

Across the roofs the first, faint gold of dawn 

Streaked the dun heavens, and the Day Men took 

The windows of the sleepless, so that life 
Went smoothly like a never-written book. 

And Gayheart shook the cramps from his dull limbs. 
Rose and went up the paper's curling stair 

Until he reached the City Room. The Stoff, 
Half stripped of doth, already sweated there. 

But he dropped at his crazy, limping desk. 
In the dim comer where the cubs are kept, 

84 



Digitized by 



Google 



And wrote: ^ America U wakefmlneiii " 
And fell face upon the words, and slept. 

IV 

Gayheart's book came back, and back again. 
And still he mailed it out, with little lies 

To doak its failure — but I think we saw 
The naked, frightened soul behind his eyes. 

The lady boarder knew. I heard her say 

A cruel thing: '* Your book is home," she said, 

*' For Smiday dinner.'' Bat he passed her by 
Without the slightest turning of his head. 

She hated him. . . . And so mid-autumn fell. 
With no abating coolness. Each new sun 

Was like a murderer let out of locks. 

And life went sickly, praying to be done. 

A nig^t fell when aU sleep was Tain. ... I rose 
And stumbled to the windowf ul of stars. 

That was my share of heaven. . . . There I stood 
Letting the soft night seep into my scars. 

The window opened on a little court. 
And suddenly a feeble thrust of flame 

Stabbed like a pettish dagger through the dark. 
Out of the night a ragged breathing came. 

... I saw the Basement boarder stooping down. 
His lean face bloodied with the touch of light. 

A tongue of fire licked his hands . . . and died. 
Brief as the flutter of a star in flight 

Somehow I sensed a tragedy. . . • The gloom 
Was like a grave, the lig^t leaped up no more. 
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I turned and groped down throng the breatfalett 
house; 
Until I saw him crouching by hit door. 

He stood there, staring at his empty hands 

As thou£^ they'd done his dearest dream to death; 

The pakns were soiled and smeared with p^per ash; 
There was a reek of whisky on his breath. 

''What's this?'' I said. He raised his head and 
smiled 

With a deep drunkenness that touched his souL 
'' 111 tell you what it is! IVe been a fool — 

The sort of fool that makes a dream his goaL 

*' IVe worked my heart out; done a decent thing — 
And no <me wants it I No one wants to look 

Beneath the surface of this world of ours. 

It's all damned artifice. • • . I've burned my book." 

Even to me the thing seemed tragical — 
As thou£^ he'd set a torch to half himself. 

" What! " I cried, " burned your splendid poetry? 
Laid yourself out like that upon a shelf? 

'' What will you do? " '' I'll do as other men; 

Harness my talent as a modem should. 
Ill do the obvious with all my age — 

The cheap, the counterfeit, the understood ! 

*' I've a new job this night; a fine, new job — ^" 
He spat into the shadows of the place — 

'* Verse-making on a magasine ! The sort 
That wears a painted simper on its face. 

*' I'm rich . . . and drunk. I had to drink or scream. 
And drink goes deep with me; • • • get me to bed. 
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IVe slaughter on my sovl — and verse to make. 
My editor wants — something light — he said — 

'' Something that's brisk and — funny ! " There he 
stood. 

With those raw, suffering eyes and stared at me. 
Until I near cried out. He was so white ! 

And older . . . older than a man should be. 

I swear whole ages crumbled in his face, 

For he had dreamed, and dreams are ancient things. 

Bearing a harsher reckoning than Time 

When once despair has crumUed up their wings. 

I got him stripped and into bed at last. 

The poor, spent lad ! He lay there still and stark. 
His smudged hands clenched across his shallow chest. 

And moaned once as I crept out through the dariL. 

Success came to him swiftly; made him drunk. 

He gulped life as a drunkard gulps his bowl. 
Forgetting all his splendid futile dreams — 

He was an altered person to his soul. 

He fattened and grew flushed; he learned to sneer; 

His Ycrses ran like swift, malignant flame. 
Smirching the thing they touched and burning on 

To wipe the pathway for Us striding fame. 

He left the Basement then; soared up two flights 
With braggart wings, bought furniture and prints. 

Nonsense, we called it ! — and t'* ?rown the show 
Decked out his trappings in a flowered chints. 

But that phase passed. His true self's tide flowed 
back. 
We saw him drowning in his own strange deeps; 
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A cnwling resllettiieu ertjpt from his eyes. 
The tort of serpent thing that nerer sleeps. 

A month or two he dung to his gay nest. 
Beat his wings breathlessly within a shell. 

Made himself live with all his flannted things. 
Grim as a tortured convict in a cell. 

And then his selTs self conquered. . . . One May 
ni^ 

When earth was breathing fragrance to its core. 
And open windows drank the breath of Springs 

He came and stood within my open door. 

" Please/* he said, " would yon mind? " . . . And 
there he stopped, 
Socking his cheeks in like a timid boy. 
"IVe gone back to the Basement. . . . IVe gone 
back! 
The other room made life seem just a toy. 

" And that's not right. . . . There's something more 
to life 

Than taming it to playthings. . . . I've gone back. 
To find my book again, to do the work 

I'd planned to do according to my knack." 

"Yonr book," I said, "your book? You burned it, 
boy!" 

He flinched. " I know. I feel its ashes still 
Here on my hands. That's what I want of you — 

I know tiiat you can help me if you will." 

His tone was light, and yet I heard him breathe 
As men do in the ache and grip of strife. 
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I rose and went with him. Again he said, 

** There's something more than toys to make of 
Ufe." 

The Basement, with its yellow tooth of lig^t. 
Grinned at us like a long-familiar face. 

Whose daily wont of ugliness, revealed. 
Mounts to a sin within the moment's space. 

Its gaping door still breathed the winter's chill. 
Its single window level with the street 

Flickered with fragments of the passing world. 
Hammed with whispered drudgery of feet 

And yet to him its very barrenness 

Was like a savage penance. Standing there 

He bruised himself upon its ugliness 

Until the sweat stood out beneath his hair. 

'* I asked you down/' he said, " to help me think. 
To help remember." Once again the sweat 

Stood out on him, and as I looked I knew 
It was his soul had made his body wet. 

He gripped me with the hunger of his eyes. 
Hard as a knife Us glance was, hard as steeL 

"How did it go? — My book? I've thought and 
thought 
Until my brain is like a going wheel." 

I stared at him in sudden choking pain. 

"Boy!" I said. "For my life—" He cried, 
"You must! 
It's all behind a door inside your mind; 

It's there, if you will brush aside the dust I 

" My own mind's locked against me. Now and then 
A line comes back, a bare crumb at the most. 
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Mj plan, my meaning — all the aool within 
Peers with faded features of a ^lost" 

" It was tiie Town,** I said, " in all its guise. 

The Town I It was the crowds along tiie street; 
Faces and spires and stately ships and dreams. 

Desires, and winnings, and I think — defeat.*' 

"Defeat,** he gasped, "defeat!" And then he 
dropped 

Down at his pakied desk and bowed his head 
Upon his arms. ... I felt my flesh grow cold 

As though that gesture meant a man struck dead. 

" Oh,'* he said, from the prison of Us arms, 

" What god would wreck a man with one mistake? 

Give him two selves and to each self a sword 
So he's half slain or ever he's awake ! " 

He raised his haggard face. " In every man 
There is division of the dust and dream. 

And Youth is just the crossing of the swords 
Before he takes Us place within the scheme. 

" The Town's a citadel for all things flesh. 
And yet a man might storm it with a song, 

Played he not traitor to himself ... I quit, 
And oh, it was the quitting that was wrong! 

" I was so lonely for a thing to love, 

A single look, a passing word of praise — 

I was as near to trimnph as a smile. 

And now defeat, defeat for all my days ! 

" Cities are cruel things," he wUspered then, 

" Their slaves are Failure, and their gods Defeat." 

In at the window came a thrust of wind, 
Bearing the weary music of the street . . • 
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He leaped up with an oath, snapped off the light. 
An instant, unforgetable, there gleamed 

His white face. . . . Then a wUsper through the 
dark, 
** I would to God that I had nerer dreamed." 



The years go slowly in a boarding-house. 

Sharpened with neither passions nor despairs ; 

Time seems to falter in those dim, gray halls — 
The days are only foosteps on the stairs. 

The Basement yawned for tenants, but none came; 

It seemed completer for its emptiness. 
Oayheart had been its last ... To me the room 

Still wore the mantle of his sonl's distress. 

I never saw his face but once again ; 

It was a sharp cold midnight in the fall; 
Broadway lay flaming like a polished sword. 

As though one night were given to flame its all. 

The theatres, bright-mouthed, poured forth a stream 
Of pallid faces that the glare struck dead. 

The street crawled, and the noise went up to God 
In formless cries, like some great need unsaid. 

The buffet of false brightness swept the night 

With rosy blushes to the firmament. 
Here ran the riot of a hoarded world. 

Here life was only reckoned to be spent! 

And here, carved in that graceless art of fire. 

Stood Gayheart's name, a star's height o'er the 
street. 

His words came back to me as dear as beUs, 
'' Their slaves are Failure, and their gods Defeat.' '* 
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Wat tUi defeat, then? Was his fame defeat? 

I knew tiie tort of eomie tiling he*d done. 
Had be forgot tboae ashes on his hands? 

Had he by hard forgetting played and won? 

Then soddenly I saw him in the crowd. 
Beneath tiiat scarlet llannting of his name. 

A smooth, smog mask of flesh was on him now; 
He was tiie yery creatore of his fame. 

His boyishness had died. • . . His hard, dean yoadi 
Was gone f orerer *neath a whelm of day. 

Yet as I looked I saw him lift his head. 
And all his grossness seemed to fall away. 

His hmgry look went straight to Heaven's throne, 

Hi^ up into the folded book of stars. 
And on his face I saw the Qnest again — 

He was the seeker, fainting with his scars ! 

One glimpse and he was gone, ... a sool blown on 
And lost at last beneath those painted sides. 

Yet he still lives! There never dawns a day 
But I behold him in the City's eyes. 

The North Americam Review Dana Bmmei 



TO A GENTLEMAN REFORMER 

Keep it — your torn and rotting decency. 
Your antique toga with its quaint misfit. 
Keep it — the world has little use for it. 

Or swaddled troths too bashful to be free. 

This is no age for sick hmnility. 
Or qoeasy goodness without strength enough 
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To dare the keen and hungry edge of love. 
Or Fear that wraps itself in ehastity. 

Hide In its cnunbling folds. How should you know 
That virtue may be dirty and can grow 

Furtive and festering in a mind obscene. 
How should you know the world's glad, vulgar hearty 
The sensual health that is the richest part 

Of Life: so frankly carnal — and so clean. 

The Ma$9e$ LouU Untermejfer 

OLD KING COLE 

In Tilbury Town did Old King Cole 
A wise old age anticipate. 
Desiring, with his pipe and bowl. 
No Khan*s extravagant estate; 
No crown annoyed his honest head. 
No fiddlers three were called or needed; 
For two disastrous heirs instead 
Made music more than ever three did. 

Bereft of her with whom his life 
Was harmony without a flaw. 
He took no other for a wife. 
Nor sighed for any that he saw; 
And if he doubted his two sons, 
And heirs, Alexis and Evander, 
He might have been as doubtful <mce 
Of Robert Bums and Alexander. 

Alexis, In his early youth. 
Began to steal — from old and young. 
Likewise Evander, and the truth 
Was like a bad taste on his tongue. 
Bom thieves and liars, their affair 
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Seemed only to be tarred with eril — 

The most insufferable pair 

Of scamps that ever cheered the deriL 

The world went on^ their fame went on. 
And they went on — from bad to worse; 
Till, goaded hot with nothing done. 
And each aooootred with a corse, 
The friends of Old King Cole, by twos. 
And fours, and sevens, and elerens. 
Pronounced unalterable views 
Of doings that were not of heaven's. 

And having learned again whereby 
Their baleful seal had come about, 
King Cole met many a wrathful eye 
So kindly that its wrath went out — 
Or partly out. Say what they would. 
He seemed the more to court their candor; 
But never told what kind of good 
Was in Alexis and Evander. 

And Old King Cole, with many a puff 

That haloed Us urbanity. 

Would smoke till he had smoked enough. 

And listen most attentively. 

He beamed as with an inward light 

That had the Lord's assurance in it; 

And once a man was there all night. 

Expecting something every minute. 

But whether from too little thought. 

Or too much fealty to the bowl, 

A dim reward was all he got 

For sitting up with Old King Cole. 

" Though mine/' the father mused aloud, 

** Are not the sons I would have chosen, 
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Shall I, less erillj endowed. 
By their infinnity be frosen? 

'' They'll have a bad end, I'll agree. 

But I was never bom to groan; 

For I can see what I can see. 

And I'm accordingly alone. 

With open heart and open door, 

I We my friends, I like my neighbors ; 

But if I try to tell you more, 

Yonr doubts will oyermatch my labors. 

** This pipe would never make me calm. 
This bowl my grief woold never drown. 
For grief like mine there is no balm 
In Gilead, or in Tilbury Town. 
And if I see what I can see, 
I know not any way to blind it 
Nor more if any way may be 
For you to grope or fly to find it. 

** There may be room for ruin yet. 
And ashes for a wasted love; 
Or, like One whom you may forget, 
I may have meat you know not of. 
And if I'd rather live than weep 
Meanwhile, do you find that surprising? 
Why, bless my soul, the man's asleep ! 
That's good. The sun will soon be rising." 

Scribner^s MagoMine Edwin Arlington Bobiman 
LINCOLN 

April 15» 1865-1915 

O ihon that on this April day 
Went down the bitter road to death, 
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While freedom stumbled on her way. 
Her beacon blown out with a breath — 

Look back upon thy people now ! 

Behold the work thy handa have wronght,— 

The conquest of thy bleeding brow. 

The harvest of thy sleepless thought. 

From sea to sea, from palm to pine. 
The day of lord and slave is done; 
The wind will float no flag but thine; 
The long-divided house is one. 

More proudly will Potomac wind 
Past thy pure temple to the sea; 
But, ah ! the hearts of men will find 
No marble white enough for thee! 

Woihington Evening Star 

WendeU PhiUipe Staff wd 

TO EDGAR LEE MASTERS 

Ever since you revealed to me 

Spoon River, 

I have understood what Keats 

Meant us to feel 

In his sonnet on Chapman's Homer; 

But your river is broader than the Pacific, 

And the glass you have swung down to our eyes 

Has made visible most of Heaven, 

And more of Hell, 

And all of Charity. 

The critics are still squinting. 

And humming and hawing. 

" Is this poetry, or is it prose? " 
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Life must be branded ... for the market! 

Art must be labelled like a miiimny ! 

And what of Truihf 

Spoon Riyer 

Has flooded their pigeonholes 

And blurred their formnlas. 

They wfll revenge themselyes 

By making 70a a fade. 

Critics, remefnber Chanticlert 

He did not crow — m the nm; 

He cannot crow it out. 

The rhymers are still mumblings 

And invoking Euterpe. 

" This is not poetry, nor is it prose." 

Art must be shapely 9 genmied ... a reliquary! 

life must be tuneful, like a caged canary ! 

And what of Truthf 

Spoon River 

Has risen and spreads on. 

Threatening their mincing gait. 

They console themselves 

With: " Any one can do this.'' 

Rhymere, remember Walter Simmone! 

I, one of ffou, agree with him: 

"^ I didn't haoe the hraine/' 

I glory in the lyric masters of our Past. 
But you have swept through my heart 
On a river whose rhythm is Life: 
Its waves have marched through my soul 
To a music whose Art is Beauty: 
You have buffeted and choked me. 
And left me bruised . • • but at peace ! 
For both blow and balm 
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Issued from the hands of Troth: 

She is the genius of your power. 

I glory in tiie lyric masters of our Past; 

But you have made for me a g^ry of our Present. 

The scholar in me has always leaned 

To the quiet Gray; 

The lorer of tiie open, of its message 

To the simple Wordsworth; 

The idealist, tiie dreamer. 

To Shelley: 

But I would sooner have written 

The admission of Fiddler Jones 

Than the " Elegy," 

Or the vision of Faith Matheny 

Than the " Intimations." 

Shelley would have crowned you 

With his crown. 

As the Nile to Egypt, 

So Spoon RiYcr to the New World! 

Reed/i Mirror Richard BuUer Glociurar 



WASHINGTON McNEELY 

Bich, honored by my fellow dtisens. 

The father of many children, bom of a noble mother, 

AU raised there 

In the great mansion-house, at the edge of town. 

Note the cedar-tree on the lawn ! 

I sent all the boys to Ann Arbor, all of the girls to 

Rockford, 
The while my life went on, getting more ridies and 

honors-^ 
Besting under my cedar tree at erening. 
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The years went on. 

I sent the girls to Europe; 

I dowered them when married. 

I gave the boys money to start in business. 

They were strong children, promising as apples 

Before the bitten places show. 

But John fled the country in disgrace. 

Jenny died in child-birth — 

I sat under my cedar tree. 

Harry killed himself after a debauch, 

Susan was divorced — 

I sat under my cedar tree. 

Paul was invalided from over study, 

Mary became a recluse at home for love of a man — 

I sat under my cedar tree. 

All were gone, or broken-winged or devoured by life — 

I sat under my cedar tree. 

My mate, the mother of them, was taken — 

I sat under my cedar tree. 

Till ninety years were tolled. 

O maternal Earth, which rocks the fallen leaf to sleep ! 

Beedji'i Mirror Edgar Lee Moiier^ 



THE VINEOAR MAN 

The crasy old Vinegav Man is dead! He never had 

missed a day before! 
Somebody went to his tumble-down shed, by the 

Haunted House, and forced the door. 
There in the litter of his pungent pans, the murisy 

mess of his mixing place, — 
Deep, sticky spiders and empty cans — with the same 

old frown <m his sour old face. 
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'' Vinegmr-Vinegar-Viiiegar Man! 
Face-Qi-Aiid-chaae-iifl-and-catcb-if-joii-caii I 
Pepper for a tongue ! Pickle for a nose I 
Stick a i^ in him and vin^^ flows I 
Glare-at-ns-swear-at-as-catcli-if-yoii-can ! 
Ketch-Qp-and-chow-cfaow-and-Vinegar-Man ! '' 

Nothing bat recipes and worthless junk; greasy old 

records of paid and dne; 
Bnt^ down in the depths of a battered trunks a queer, 

quaint valentine torn in two — 
Bed hearts and arrows, and silver lace, and a prim, 

dim, ladylike script that said — 
(Oh, Vinegar Man, with the soar old face !)— " With 

dearest love, from Ellen to Ned! '* 

" Steal-os-and-peel-as-and-drown-as-in-brine ! 
He pickles his heart in " — a valentine! 
" Vinegar for blood! Pepper for his tongue! 
Stick a pin in him and " — once he woe young I 
" Glare-at-us-swear-at-us-catch-if-you-can ! '* — 
" With dearest love "— to the Vinegar Man I 

Dingy little books of profit and loss (died about Sat- 
urday, so they say) 

And a queer, quaint valentine, torn across • . . torn, 
but it never was thrown away ! 

" With dearest love from Ellen to Ned '*—" Old Pep- 
per Tongue! Pickles his heart in brine! " 

The Vinegar Man is a long time dead: he died when 
he tore his valentine. 

The Smart Set Ruth Comfort Mitchell 

HANNAH ARMSTRONG 

I wrote him a letter asking him for old times' sake 
To discharge my sick boy from the army; 
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But maybe he couldn't read it. .**.•: 

Then I went to town and had James Garber/ A'\ 

Who wrote beautifully, write him a letter; 

But maybe that was lost in the mails. *'.•*'.• 

So I travelled all the way to Washington, •*/• 

I was more than an hoar finding the White House. *•; 

And when I found it they turned me away. 

Hiding their smiles. Then I thought: 

" Oh, well, he ain't the same as when I boarded him 

And he and my husband worked together 

And all of us called him Abe, there in Menard." 

As a last attempt I turned to a guard and said: 

" Please say it's old Aunt Hannah Armstrong 

From Illinois, come to see him about her sick boy 

In the army." 

WeU, just in a moment they let me in ! 

And when he saw me he broke in a laugh. 

And dropped his business as president, 

And wrote in his own hand Doug's discharge. 

Talking the while of the early days. 

And telling stories. 

Reedy^M Mirror Edgar Lee Ma$ter9 



BEYOND THE WAR 



Now seres the planet like a leaf 
On burnt and shaken Ygsdrasil. 
What voice have we for this wide iU? 

How shall we mourn when God in grief 
Bows for a world he made and lost 
At love's eternal cost? 
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^M-iiot ti^ brides than tarn to stone, 
./^jbid motfiers bend with bitter crj 
"- Cnrsing the daj they did not die 
' When daring death thej bore a son. 

And waifs shall lift their thin hands up 
For famine's eoq»tj ciqi; 

Tis not that piled in bleeding moonds 
These fathers, sons, and Iwothers moan. 
Or torn upon the seas go down 

Glad that the waves maj hide their woonds; 
Not that the lips that knew oar Idss 
Are parched and bladL, bat this: 

That thoa mast paase, O vaalting Mind, 
Untrammelled leaper in the son; 
Paase, stricken hy the spear of one. 

The savage thoa hadst left behind; 
Fall, gibber, fade, and final pass. 
Less than retaming grass: 

That Hate shall end what Love began. 
And strip from Life her haman boast, — 
The Maker's whitest dream be lost. 

The dream he trasted to the Man, 

The Man who aprigfat rose and stared 
Farther than eagle dared: 

That now the red lost blinds the eye 
That bore the vision, held the star; 
And where Life's fossil recreants are 

Another bone and skall shall lie, 
Whfle she to dost mast stoop again 
To boild her more than men. 

n 

Bat as the blackest marble's lit 

With strag^es of a birthless dawn, — 
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Naj^ as behind her door undrawn 
Hell forges ktj that opens it. 

And souls that troop to light and breath 
Cast habit then of death; 

Oar dark, this dark, wears still a gleam. 
O God, thoa wilt not torn thine tje» 
For comfort to thine other skies, — 

Some other star that saved thj dream, — 
Until, her gory fiends fordone. 
Night wrestles to the snn! 

Canst find no cheer in this, that o'er 
Our moaning, reeking battle dews. 
And redder than the blood we lose. 

More hot and swift, in surge before 
War's shriek and smoke, goes up as flame 
The scarlet of our shame? 

Stripped and nnchristianed in a day. 
Made naked hj one blast of war. 
Bare as the beast we know we are. 

Not less shame marics the man, and the j 
Who wear with blnsh the fang and daw 
Maj yet make love their law. 

For " honor " lift we dripping hands. 
For " home " we loose the storm of steel 
Till over earth Thy homeless reeL 

For " coimtry ! " — Thine are all the lands. 
We pray, but thou hast seen our dead 
Who knew not why they bled. 

So warm were they, with destinies 
Like straining stars that lustrously 
Bore Goethes, Newtons not to be. 
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C Long liTc the king! '*) So wann were these 
That dropped, and the cold moon alone 
May count them, stone by stone. 

Ah, Courage, what slain dreams of men 
Thy blind, brave eyes here shut npon! 
Let reckoners to come outran 

This nnstanched loss. Dumb until then. 
We wet Eternity with tears; 
The aching score is hers. 

m 

O, brothers of the lyre and reed. 

Lend not a note to this wild fray. 

Where Christ still cries in agony 
" They know not. Father, thou dost bleed ! '' 

Cast here no song, like flower prest 
To Slaughter's seething breast. 

But be the minstrel breath of Peace; 

For her alone lift up your lyre. 

Mad with the old celestial fire. 
Or on our earth let music cease. 

While keep we day and ni^t the long 
Dumb funeral of song. 

And if among ye one should rise. 
Blind garlander of armored crime. 
Trailing the jungle in a rhyme. 

Let him be set 'neath blackened skies 
By mourning doors, and there begin 
The last chant of our sin. 

Long gone the warrior's dancing plume 
That played o'er battle's early day; 
Now must this song be laid away, 
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Child-relic, that was gLory'a bloom; 
And Man who cannot sing his scars. 
Is he not done with wars? 

Ay, hearts deny the feet of haste. 
And as thej muster, oh, they break ! 
Hate's loudest fife no more can wake 

In them the lust to kill and waste, 
And madly perish, fool on fool. 
That Might, the brute, may rule. 

We hope! Lore walks thee yet, O Earth! 
Through thy untunable days she glows 
A bowed but yet untrampled rose. 

Wearing the fearless flush of birth, — 
Yea, in our songless shame doth see 
Thyself her harp to be! 

Te ages turning men to mould. 
The past be thine, the future ours ! 
God hear us ! There are infant powers 

Stronger than giant sins of old ! 
To all the hells that are and were 
Man rises challenger. 

Tho' now at final Autumn seem 

Our world with blood and ashes wound. 
Unfaltering Spring shall choose her ground; 

Man shall rebuild with bolder dream. 
The god astir in every limb. 
And earth be green for him. 

And Peace shall cast afar her seed. 

Shall set the fields where skulls hare lain 
With altar herb for every pain, 
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WiOk mjrUe and wHh tiaAi reed. 
Till Stan that watch hare sign to aing 
A aiater'a flowering. 

Seribmer^M MagmMme Olwe TUfard Dmrgam 



A VISION OF SPRING 

(Late Winter, 1915) 

In the ni^ty at the sound of winter thonder^ 
As I brooded npon my wounded planet 
From my country beyond the reddened waters. 
All my thoughts were at once of spring returning. 
Broken rain from the gulf upon my window 
Passed down shadowy ways and there was silence. 

Out of quietness li^^t arose within me 
Shedding luminous magic on the darkness; 
Moon on moon from a cloud of vanished Aprils 
lit my heart with a dream of springs remembered. 
Unborn beauty in flowers not yet risen 
Waved before me in bright inunortal pastures 
Till alone of the year's four worlds of wonder 
Spring seemed tender and I forgot the others. 
Only spring could assuage my grieving planet 
Scourged with graves of the young men darkly fallen 
In long harrowing straightness on the meadows. 
None seemed healing beside the blossom season; 
When grass rises again (I thou^t) these furrows 
Will lie hidden forever under beauty; 
On each sleeper a loveliness arising 
Soon shall cover his deep unwhispered trouble. 
None will signal of anguish from these trenches. 
None find sorrow among the roots of roses; 
One thing only is needed, rainbowed springtime; 
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Peace flows out of it^ all ita waya are peaceful. 
So I longed for the time of apple blosaoma. 
All mj dreams were upon the blowing lilacs. 

But some whirlwind that held the winter's secret 
Rose and lifting the frosen dajs as curtains 
Showed me Time as an upper skj of crystal 
Flushed with images yet to be reflected. 

There past lightnings I saw the coming season 
Fill with shapes of the things to be unfolded; 
But no healing was there; I saw none solaced. 
Saw no comfort uplifted by the snowdrop. 
Nothing beautiful rose but close above it 
Shadows thwarted its mercy for the gaier. 

By the crocus and by the Talley-lily 
Stood the sorrowful, stood the broken-hearted. 

There they drank who had thirsted from the autumn 
Bitter widowings poured among the gardens. 
By the rivers were trystings kept with ashes. 
There I saw but I coidd not reach the children 
Turned from happiness, looking to the trenches; 
Saw them taste of the grindings of false anger. 
Saw behind them the granite eyes of hunger. 
Saw things terrible bom among the roses. 

All was barren as ever in the winter. 
Earth embattled against the mourning heavens. 
One star warring against the many lonely. 
Nothing comforted, nothing unendangered. 

And I thou£^t that I heard the spring cry round me. 
All about me the voice of springtime crying: 
" I am barren, barren, for Love has left me, 
I am nothing without his breath to warm me. 
My beloved was mine anx>ng the lilies 
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Timeless dawnings before these heavens gathered. 
There he found me and sealed me with his kisses^ 
There I gave him the worlds unstained, unwarring. 
But earth's children, the wilful children scorned him 
Whom I call and desire until the daybreak. 
I fl J sorrowful then until his coming, 
I pour solace to none of all the mournful. 
Till earth's children, the children sad receive hioL 
I have sorrow, sorrow, till Love's returning." 

Then at last from a deep behind the whirlwind 
One still wisdom arose and shook mj spirit 
And I knew, if the golden spring comes loveless. 
Earth shall moan but the bitter moons flow empty. 

Though old mockeries plant the thorny truces. 
All th^ fruitage of steel repose has fallen. 
Love comes weaponless, all-forgiving, tender, 
Olive-filleted for the peace enduring. 

O, that endlessly earth would stream the heavens 
With one music of all-assenting welcome. 
Strong, miraculous then would spring reveal him, 
Swift Love walking on the wavings of the crocus. 
Holding tenderly, holding safe the broken. 

Dove-low waters among the kindled willows 
Then would lift to anoint a dust unsaddened. 
Piercing cries of the spirit from the marshes 
Melt with chorusings sweet upon the hillsides. 
Harplike mysteries called through glowing orchards. 
Shy, invisible lau^ters from the thickets. 
All that uttered the dream while earth turned heedless 
Then with freshets of song would cool its fever. 

Unbelievably then would Love inhabit 

All green places within the heart, outpouring 
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Spring with thunder of all her myriad fountains 

In one cup for the healing of the nations. 

Till in Tisionings all, as on a mountain. 

Would with trembling above the fallen blindness 

Look on Love and discern him as the sunlight. 

Rayed with dreams, and above the treading f^ory 

Out of opening heavens the dove descending. 

The New Republic Ridgely Torrence 



THE LAUGHTERS 

Spring! 

And her hidden bugles up the street 

Spring — and the sweet 

Laughter of winds at the crossing; 

Laughter of birds and a fountain tossing 

Its hair in abandoned ecstasies. 

Laughter of trees. 

Laughter of shop-girls that giggle and blush; 

Laughter of the tug-boat's impertinent fife. 

Laughter followed bj a trembling hush — 

Laughter of love, scarce whispered aloud. 

Then, stilled by no sacredness or strife. 

Laughter that leaps from the crowd; 

Seising the world in a rush. 

Laughter of life. . . • 

Earth takes deep breaths like a man who had feared 

he might smother. 
Filling his lungs before bursting into a shout . . . 
Windows are opened — curtains flying out; 
Over the wash-lines women call to each other. 
And, under the calling, there surges, too clearly to 

doubt. 
Spring, with the noises 
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Of ihrm,UttkToices; 

Joining in " Tag " and the forioos chase 

Of " I-«py," " Bed Borer " and " Priioner'i Base " ; 

Of the roller-skates whir at the sidewalk's slope. 

Of bojs plajring marbles and the girls skipping rope. 

And there, down the avenue, behold. 

The first tme herald of the Spring — 

The hand-organ gasping and wheesil j mormnring 

Its tones ten-years old. . . . 

And the music, trivial and tawdry, has freshness and 

magical swing. 
And over and under it. 
During and after — 
Thelau^ter 
Of Spring! . . . 

AndUfted stiU 

With the common thrill. 

With the throbbing air, the tingling vapor. 

That rose like strong and mingled wines; 

I turn to mj paper. 

And read these lines: 

" Nom thai ike Spring i$ here. 

The war enters Us hloodUit phaee. . . • 

The men are impaiieni. . . . 

Bad roade, etarme and the rigors of the winter 

Have held back the contending armiee. • • • 

But the recruite have arrived. 

And are waiting only the fnt daye of warm 

weather* • • • 
There xvill he terrible fighting along the whale line — 
Now that Spring has come.*' 

I put the paper down. . 

Something struck out the sun — something unseen; 

Something arose like a dark wave to drown 
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The golden streets with sickly green. 

Something polluted the blossoming day 

With the touch of decay. 

The music thinned and died; 

People seemed hollow-eyed. 

Even the faces of children, where gaiety lingers. 

Sagged and drooped like banners about to be furled — 

And Silence laid its bony fingers 

On the lips of the world . . . 

A grisly quiet with the power to choke; 

A quiet that only one thing broke; 

One thing alone rose up thereafter • • • 

Laughter! 

Laughter of streams running red. 

Laughter of evil things in the night; 

Vultures carousing over the dead; 

Laughter of ^ouls. 

Chuckling of idiots, cursed with sight. 

Laughter of dark and horrible pools. 

Scream of the bullets' rattling mirth. 

Sweeping the earth. 

Laugh of the cannon's poisonous breath. . • . 

And over the shouts and the wreckage and crumbling 

The raucous and rumbling 

Laughter of death. 

Death that arises to sing, — 

Hailing the Spring! 

The Masses Louis Untermeyer 

GOD AND THE STRONG ONES 

'* We have made them fools and weak ! " said the 
Strong Ones: 
*' We have bound them, they are dumb and deaf and 
blind, 
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We have cmahed them in our hands like a heap of 
crumbling sands^ 
We have left them naught to seek or find: 
Thej are quiet at our feet ! " said the Strong Ones, 
" We have made them one with wood and stone and 
clod; 
Serf and laborer and woman, thej are less than wise 
or human! — " 
'' / ihall raite the weak/' aUtk God. 

"They are stirring in the dark!" said the Strong 
Ones, 
" They are struggling, who were moveless like the 
dead. 
We can hear them cry and strain hand and foot 
against the chain. 
We can hear their heavy upward tread — 
What if they are restless?" said the Strong Ones, 

" What if they have stirred beneath the rod? 
Fools and weak and blinded men, we can tread them 
down again — " 
'' ShaU ye conquer Mef '' eaitk God. 

" They are evil and are brutes I " said the Strong Ones, 

" They are ingrates of the ease and peace we give. 
We have stooped to them in grace and they mock us 
to our face — 

How shall we give light to them and live? 
They are all unworthy grace! " said the Strong Ones, 

" They that cowered at our lightest look and nod — " 
" Th%9 that now ye pause and weigh of your grace 
may prove one day 

Mercy that ye need! " saith God. 

" They will trample us and bind! " said the Strong 
Ones: 
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"We are crushed beneath the blackened feet and 
hands! 
AU the strong and fair and great they will cmsh 
from out the State, 
They will whelm it like the weight of pressing 
sands — 
Thej are maddened and are blind ! '' said the Strong 
Ones, 
'' Black decay has come where they have trod — 
They will break the world in twain if their hands are 
on the rein — " 
'^ What it that to Mef ** taitk God. 

"Ye have made them m their eirength, who were 
Strong Onee, 
Ye have onijr taught the blackneee ye have known; 
Theee are evil men and blind? Ay, but molded to 
your mind! 
How can ye cry out agaimt your ownf 
Ye have held the light and beauty I have given 

Far above the muddied waye where they muet plod. 
Ye have builded thie your lord with the laeh and with 
the tword^"^ 
Reap what ye have $own! ^ eaith God. 

The Maseee Margaret Widdemer 



ON THE PORCH 

As I lie roofed in, screened in. 
From the pattering rain. 
The summer rain — 
As I lie 
Snug and dry. 
And hear the birds complain: 
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Oh^ billow on billow. 
Oh, roar on roar. 
Over me wash 
The seas of war. 
Over me — down — down — 
Lunges and plunges 
The huge gun with its one blind eje, 
The armored train. 
And, swooping out of the sky. 
The aeroplane. 
Down — down — 
The army proudly swinging 
Under gay flags. 

The chorions dead heaped up like rags, 
A church with bronae bells ringing, 
A dty all towers. 
Gardens of lovers and flowers. 
The round world swinging 
In the light of the sun: 
All broken, undone. 
All down — under 
Black surges of thunder. . . . 

Oh, billow on billow. 
Oh, roar on roar. 
Over me wash 
The seas of war. . . . 

As I lie roofed in, screened in. 
From the pattering rain. 
The summer rain — 
As I lie 
Snug and dry. 
And hear the birds complain. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Veree Harriet Monroe 
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BflEN HAVE WINGS AT LAST 
(Aii^rmft and the War) 



•* Wolf, Wolf-fltay-ai-ho 
Prowler, — scout, 
Clanless and castawajs. 
And ailing with the droogfat^ 
Ont from your hidings, — hither to the call; 
Lift up yonr eyes to the high wind-fall ! 
Lift up your tje» from the poisoned spring; 
Overhead, — overhead ! The dragon Thing, 
— What shonld it bring? 
— Poising on the wing? " 

" Wolf, Wolf, Old one, I saw it, even I. 
Yesterday, yesterday, the Thing came by 
Prowling at the outpost of the last lean wood. 
By the gray waste ashes where the minster stood; 
And out through the cloister where the belfry fronts 
The market-place and the town was once; 
Hij^, — high above the brij^t wide square 
And the folk all flocking together, unaware. 
The Thing-with-the-wings came there. 

Brother Vulture saw it 

And called me, as it passed: 

' Look and tee, look and tee, — 

Men have winge at laet* 

**By the eyeless belfry I saw it, overhead. 

Poised like a hawk, — Ukt a storm unshed. 

Near the huddled doves there, from the shattered 

cote, 
I watch^ too. • • . And it smote ! 

" Not a threat of thunder, — not an armM man. 
Where the fury struck, and the fleet fire ran. — 

115 



Digitized by 



Google 



But i^l-chlld, man-child, mothen and thdr joang. 
Newborn of woman, with milk upon iti tongue; 
Nnnling where it clung. 

*^ Not a talon readied thej, yet, the lords of prey! 
Bnt left the red dreg* there, rent and cast away; 
Fled from the spoils there, scattered things aocnrst: 

It was not for hunger; 

It was not for thirst. 

" From the eyeless belfry. 

Brother Vidtcire laoghed: 
' Hds it all we have to eee 

For hU wuuter-crafif 
— Old onee, and learn one$. 

Never now to fast. 

Men kave winge at lati!* 

" Brou^t they any tidings for ns from the Son? " 

'* No, my chief, not one." 
" Left they not a road-sign, how the way was won? " 

" No, my chief, none. 
But girl-child, man-child, creatore yet unborn. 
Doe and fawn together so, weltering and torn. 
Newborn of woman where the flag-stones bled; 
(Better can the Yultures do, ttx the shamM dead.) 
Road-dust sobbing where the lightning burst — 

It was not for hunger; 

It was not for thirst'' 

"Brought they not some token that the stars look 
on?" 

** No, my chief, none." 

" Never yet a message from the highways overhead? '' 

'' Brother, I have said." 
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^Old jtaTB, gray years^ years of growing things^ 
We have toiled and kept the watch with our wonder- 

ings; 
But to see what thing should be^ when that Men had 

wings. 

" Sea-mark, sea-wall, — ships above the tide; 

Mine and mole-way under-earth, to have its hidden 

pride; — 
Not enough, not enough; more and more beside! 

" Bridle for our proud-of-mane, — then the triple yoke ; 
Ox-goad and lash again, and bonded fellow-folk! 
Not enough; not enough; — for his master-stroke. 
Thunder trapped and muttering and led away for 

thrall; 
Lightnings leashed together then, at his beck and call ; 
Not enough; not enough; — for his Wherewithal! 

" He must look with evil eye 
On the spaces of the sky: 

He must scheme, and try I — 
While all we, with dread and awe. 
Sheathing and unsheathing daw. 

Watch apart, and prophesy 

That we never saw. — 

** Wings, to seek his more-and-more 

Where we knew us blind; 
Wings to make him conqueror. 

With his master-mind; 
Wings, that he out-watch> — out-soar. 

Eagle and his kind! 

" Lo, the dream fulfilled at last! — And the dread out- 
grown. 
Broken, as a bird's heart; — fallen as a stone 
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SDBE, rPS FUN! 
Mto WafiUferl 



8aie,ir0fat»beaaoUkr! Oh, ilTs fn, fn, fn, 
Upoo «B irai dMNddcr-Uade to tote m featber goa; 
To Uke widi otber hnwc gilooCs in cMj - g o ia g an^- 

booCt; 
To pock along a ODc^ omi c e aadc, tiie i imilwiij oa 

jem track; 
To trashy tramp, tramp, to a light-and-^eaoj camp! 
Fim? — Sore, it'i fon, joat the fineat ewtr, aoo! 

Yea, iff fm to be a soldier! Oh, iff fan, fm, fan. 
To loaf along a lord road beneath a cloodleai aon 
Or orer fields of golden grain, kept cool bj pdfa of 

wind and rain; 
Then richly, moreHhan-foUj, fed, to stretch upon a 

downj bed 
And sleep, sleep, sleep, while the staj-at-homes weep ! 
Fnn? — Sore, ifs fun, jost the finest eyer, son! 
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Oh, iff fan to be a soldier! Oh, it'i fim, fan, fan. 
To catch the siDy enemy and get 'em on the ran; 
To here and there blow off a head with jost a bit of 

chocklinglead; 
To bayonet a foolish bloke at hide-and-seek in trench 

and smoke; 
To shoot, shoot, shoot, till theyVe got no legs to scoot! 
Fan? — sore, it's fan, jost Uie finest ever, son! 

God, it's fan to be a soldier! Oh, it's fan, fan, fan. 
To lie oat still and easy when yoor day's sport's done; 
With not a thing to worry for, nor anything to harry 

for; 
Not hangry, thirsty, tired, bat a hero mach-admired, 
Jast dead, dead, dead, like JadL and Bill and Fred! 
Fan? — Sore, it's fan, jast the finest eyer, son! 

Bo$ion Tramicript Richard BuUer QlaenMer 



HARVEST MOON: 1914 

Over the twili|^t field. 

The OTcrflowing field, — 

Over the glimmering field. 

And bleeding farrows with their sodden yield 

Of sheaves that still did writhe. 

After the scythe; 

The teeming field and darkly ovc rstr ewn 

With all the garnered f alness of that noon — 

Two looked upon each other. 

One was a Woman men had called their mother; 

And one, the Harvest-Moon. 

And one, the Harvest-Moon, 
Who stood, who gased 

110 



Digitized by 



Google 



On fliofe nqoiel glfirfngi wbere diej Ued; 
nn tlie lone Womui amdz 

** But we were cmed • . • 

We ihoold laai^ now together, I and joo. 

We twa 

YoQ, for jtmx erer dreaming it was worth 

A ftar'a while to look on and li|^ the Eardi; 

And I, f orerer telling to mj mind. 

Glory it was, and f^adneaa, to giro birth 

To humankind! 

Tea, I, that eyer thoo^ it not amiaa 

To give the breath to men. 

For men to slay again: 

Lording it over anguish bot to give 

M J life, that men mi^^ lire 

For this. 

Ton will be laoghing now, remem b er in g 

I called yon once Dead World, and barren thing, 

Tes, so we named yon then. 

Too, far more wise 

Than to gire life to i 



Over the field, that there 

Gave back the skies 

A scattered upward stare 

From blank white eyes, — 

The furrowed field that lay 

Striving awhile, through many a bleeding dune 

Of throbbing clay, but dumb and quiet soon. 

She looked; and went her way — 

The Harvest-Moon. 

Boiton Transcript Jo$ephine Praton Peabodg 



120 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE WIND IN THE CORN 

Smmner silence dreaming downward with the cawing 

of the crow^ 
Where the woodlands mount in billows, where the 

clearings bask and glow. 
And the wind, the wind that hovers all the scented 

hills between. 
Ripples the embattled cornfields, dashes, slashes 
through the green. 
Here and thither, yon and hither, as the long leares 

slat and slither. 
As the breathings fall and rise, as the shadow flows 
and flies. 
Wind from the embattled ages that have come and gone 
nowhither, 

A wind in the com that cries: 
" Oft of old your fathers hearkened in our rustle on 

the breese 
" To the song of aU the future, to the fruitful cen- 
turies. 

" From the soil whence we were bom, 
** From the land where ye were bom, 
" Shall a foeman reap the harvest in the sowers' spite 

and scorn?" 
Oh, eastward out of Shasta to Monadnock and the 
mom 

Cries the wind in the com! 



' Sprang we by the settler's cabin, with the pioneers 
went forth 

' By the wash of southern rivers, through the lake- 
land of the North. 

' Aze and rifle win our pathway, at their call the wild 
departs, 
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" And we wave from fnrrows haUowed by the blood of 
warrior hearts. 
''Here and thither^ yon and hither^ wend the 

fighters keen and lither^ 
** And the forest falls and dies, and the lurking 
savage flies. 
"Has their hardihood departed like the wind that 
blows nowhither? 

** The wind in the com that cries; 
*' Fair and broad the fields they planted; robber hands 

are orerseas. 
" What but naked steel ensnreth peace to riches like 
to these? 

" From the soil whence we were bom, 
** From the land where ye were bom, 
" Shall a sword destroy the harvest in the sowers' spite 

and scorn?'' 
Oh, from Lnsk to Opelonsas and the marish lands for- 
lorn 

Cries the wind in the com! 

" We that nerved yonr fathers' sinews, we that nonr- 

ished armM men, 
" Shall we feed nnwarUke traders when assault in- 
tends again? 
" Learn from ns — our bannered armies marshalled 

in their long array — 
" Naught but trained and ordered legions can abide 

the fateful day. 
"Call them hither, call them thither, lest your 

manhood shrink and wither, 
" Lest your storied empire dies, lest your name, 

your honor flies — 
" Empty name and empty honor — like the wind that 

blows nowhither, 

** The wind in the com that cries; 
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** Past are ancient times and simple when each hour 

could face its need. 
" Greatness greatly dealing gathers forces equal to 
the deed! 

" From the soil whence we were bom, 
" From the land where ye were bom, 
" Shall the skilful sword be lacking, shall your weak- 
ness be a scorQ? " 
Oh, from Navesink to Napa through the great peaks 
rent and torn 

Cries the wind in the com! 

Scribner^M Magasine E. Sutton 

BATTLE SLEEP ^ 

Somewhere, O sun, some comer there must be 
Thou visitest, where down the strand 

Quietly, still, the waves go out to sea 

From the green fringes of a pastoral land. 

Deep in the orchard-bloom the roof-trees stand. 
The brown sheep grase along the bay. 

And through the apple-boughs above the sand 
The bees' hum sounds no fainter than the spray. 

There through uncounted hours declines the day 
To the low arch of twilight's close. 

And, just as night about the moon grows gray, 
One sail leans westward to the fading rose. 

Giver of dreams, O thou with scatheless wing 
Forever moving through the fiery hail. 

To flame-seared lids the cooling vision bring. 
And let some soul go seaward with that sail! 

Century Magamne Edith Wharton 
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THE BOMBARDMENT 

Slawlj, witboitt force, tiie nin drops into the citj. 
It stops a moment on the carved head of Saint John, 
then slides on again, slipping and trickling over his 
stcme doak. It splashes from the lead condoit of a 
Mrgoyle, and falls from it in tormoil on the stimes in 
the Cathedral square. Where are tte people, and why 
does the fretted steeple sweep abont in the sky? 
Boom! The somid swings against the rain« Boom, 
Again! After it, only water roshing in the gutters, 
and the turmoil from the spout of the gargoyle. Si- 
lence. Bipplcs and mutters. Boom! 

The room is damp, but warm. Little flashes swarm 
about from the fire-light The lustres of the chan- 
delier are bright, and clusters of rubies leap in the 
Bohemian glasses on the iiagire. Her hands are rest- 
less, but the white masses of her hair are quite still. 
Boom! Will it never cease to torture, this iteration ! 
Boom! The vibration shatters a glass on the 
itagire. It lies there formless and glowing, with all. 
its crimson gleams shot out of pattern, spilled, flowing 
red, blood-red. A thin bell-note pricks through the 
silence. A door creaks. The old lady speaks: 
"Victor, clear away that broken glass." "Alas! 
Madame, the Bohemian glass!" "Yes, Victor, one 
hundred years ago my father bought it—" Boom! 
The room shakes, the servitor quakes. Another gob- 
let shivers and breaks! Boom! 

It rustles at the window-pane, the smooth, stream- 
ing rain, and he is shut within its clash and murmur. 
Inside is his candle, his table, his ink, his pen, and 
his dreams. He is thinking, and the walls are pierced 
with beams of sunshine, slipping through young green. 
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A fountain tosses itself up at the blue sky, and through 
the spattered water in the basin he can see copper 
carp, lasily floating among cold leares. A wind-harp 
in a cedar-tree grieves and whispers, and words blow 
into his brain, bubbled, iridescent, shooting up like 
flowers of fire, higher and higher. Boom! The 
flame-flowers snap on their slender stems. The foun- 
tain rears up in long broken spears of disheveled 
water and flattens into the earth. Boom ! And there 
is only the room, the table, the candle, and the sliding 
rain. Again, Boom I — Boom! — Boom! He stuff's 
his fingers into his ears. He sees corpses, and cries 
out in fright. Boom ! It is night, and they are shell- 
ing the city! Boom! Boom! 

A child wakes and is afraid, and weeps in the 
darkness. What has made the bed shake ? "Mother, 
where are you? I am awake." " Hush, my Darling, 
I am here." " But, Mother, something so queer hap- 
pened, the room shook." Boom ! " Oh ! What is it ? 
What is the matter?" Boom! "Where is Father? 
I am so afraid." Boom ! The child sobs and shrieks. 
The house trembles and creaks. Boom ! 

Retorts, globes, tubes, and phials lie shattered. 
All his trials oosing across the floor. The life that 
was his choosing, lonely, urgent, goaded by a hope, all 
gone. A weary man in a ruined laboratory, that was 
his story. Boom! Gloom and ignorance, and the jig 
of drunken brutes. Diseases like snakes crawling over 
the earth, leaving trails of slime. Wails from people 
burying their dead. Through the window he can see 
the rocking steeple. A ball of fire falls on the lead 
of the roof, and the sky tears apart on a spike of flame. 
Up the spire, behind the lacings of stone, sig^sagging 
in and out of the carved tracings, squirms the fire. 
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The poet rot hes Into tiie street, and the lam wraps 
him in a sheet of sihrer. Bat it Is threaded with gdd 
and powdered with searlet beads. The dtj bums. 
QnlTering, spearing, dunstlng, lapping, streaming, 
Tvoi the flames. Over roofs, and waOs, and shops, 
and stalls. Smearing its gold on the sky tiie ^r^ 
danees, lances itself throng the doors, and lisps and 
chnddes along the floors. 

The child wakes again and screams at the jellow- 
petaled flower flidcering at the window. The little 
red lips of flames creep along the ceiling beams. 

The old man sits among his broken experiments and 
looks at the burning CathedraL Now the streets are 
swarming with people. They sedc shelter, and crowd 
into cellars. They shout and call, and oyer all, slowly 
and without force, the rain drops into the city. 
Boom! And the steeple crashes down among the 
people. Boom! Boom, again! The water rushes 
along the gutters. The fire roars and mutters. Boom ! 

Poetry: A MagoMtne of Verse Amy Lowell 
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THE PYRES 

Pyret in the night, in the night! 

And the roaring yellow and red. 
Trooper^ trooper^ why so white? 

We are out to gather our dead. 
We have brought dry boughs from the bloody wood 

And the torn hill-side; 
We hare felled great trunks, wet with Uood 

Of brothers that died; 
We hare piled them high for a flaming bed, 
Hendock and ash and pine for a bed, 
A throne in the night, a throne for a bed — 
And we go to gather our dead. 

There where the oaks loom, dark and high. 

Over the somber hill. 

Body on body, cold and stiU, 
Under the stars they lie. 
There where the silrer rirer runs. 

Careless and calm as fate, 
Mowed, mowed by the terrible guns. 

The stricken brothers wait. 
There by the smoldering house, and there 
Where tiie red smdce hangs on the heavy air. 
Under the ruins, under the hedge. 
Cheek by cheek at the forest-edge; 
BadL to breast, three men deep. 

Hearing not bugle or drum. 
In the desperate trench they died to keep. 
Under the starry dome they sleep. 

Murmuring, "Brothers, come!" 

This way! I heard a call 
Like a stag's when he dies. 
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Under the wiUows I saw him f alL 

Under the willows he lies. 
Give me your hand. Raise him up. 

Lift his head. Strike a light. 
This morning we shared a cmst and a cup. 

He wants no sapper to-night. 
Take his feet. Here the shells 

Broke all day long, 
Moaning and shrieking hell's 

Bacchanalian song! 
Last night he helped me bear 

Men to hell's fating. 
To-morrow, maybe, somewhere. 

We, too, shall lie waiting. 

Pyres in the night, in the ni^t! 

Weary and sick and dumb. 
Under the flickering, faint starlight 

The drooping gleaners come. 
Out of the darkness, dim 

Shadowy shadow-bearers. 
Dragging into the bale fire's rim 

Pallid death-farers. 

Pyres in the night, in the night! 

In the plain, on the hill. 
No voUeys for their last rite. 

We need our powder — to kilL 
High on their golden bed. 

Pile up the dead! 

Pyres in the night, in the night ! 

Torches, piercing the gloom ! 
Look! How the sparks take flight! 

Stars, stars, make room! 
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Smoke, that was bone and blood! 

HariL! The deep roar. 
It is the souls telling God 

The glory of WAB! 

The Outlook Hermann Hagedor 

SING, YE TRENCHES! 

Sing, je trenches bloody-lipped! 
Sing! For into you has slipped 
Lycidae, dead ere hii prime. 
All ye cruel trenches, sing! 
Under frost and under rime 
All his body beautiful, 
AU his body wonderful. 
Low hath lain. Now, cunninj^y, 
April, with sweet mystery. 
Molds the trenches horror-lipped 
Into chalices of spring. 

Who would not eing for Lycidaef 
See, across the hideous gashes 
Soft green fire of April flashes. 
Starred with windflowers delicate; 
Gemmed with purple violet; 
Roseate with crimson glow 
Where again his pulses blow 
In young clover. For his sake 
See the budding crocus break 
Into flame; and hear the grass, 
Green-tongued, sing for Lycidas ! 

Sing, ye gaping wounds of earth! 
Tomb-like, ye have taken him. 
Cradled him, distillM him; 
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Womb-like, ye hare brouf^t to Urth 
Myriad flowers and fragrances. 
Beqniemed wiUi spring he lies. 
6od> who took unto His heart 
All his throbbing, vital part, 
Sowed his body in the earth. 
Let the trmnpets of the grass 
Pean shoot for Lycidas ! 
The OuOook Helen Code Crew 



1915 

Hang the hills with blads, 

And blacken the early violets with the blood of the 

young: 
What want we with a Spring of fragrant farmlands. 
Gardens, smokes of the brash. 
And healing rains? 
Let the birds, the winds and the sea 
Sing no more the lores of mating, and the marriage 

chants of Spring . . . 
But monmfolly pipe dirges of broad-cast tragic death. 

What want we with the Spring? 

We have cast in roaring foundries the dark-bored 

steel. 
And like gods have snatched the chemical might of the 

Earth, 
And devised a killing and a crime • • • 

Oat of the murder of our hearts, we have wrought 

great havoc • • • 
Sinking of ships at sea, and the toppling of cities^ 
And the mowing of living hosts! 
What want we with the Spring? 
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PatienUj the mllHoni wToa^t: 

With sacrificial hands, and suffering vision. 

Chaos became a city, a ship, a school . • • 

Up was lifted the child, and the young mind scm- 
tiniied 

That not a life mi^t be lost . . . 

How nnfold these buds? how grow these possibili- 
ties? 

Steadily the gates of pain were battered. 
And the gates of darimess assailed. 
And the waste of the spirit striren with* 

And the young went forth crying: Spring ! Spring ! 
Hope dawns! A glory! 
We are shaping a marvel in the skies ! 
Man becomes god: this is the morning and the first 
day of Creation! 

Spring? 

The hosts contend together: 

Cities are become dust-heaps: 

The young god, the Creator, 

Has turned fury and fiend, the Destroyer . • • 

Strange sowing of seed goes on: 
This is the year when we sow the Earth with the flesh 
of the young men . • • 

Black! black! black! 

We have blasted away in a day, 

Our own children. 

Our own creation • • • 

We have gone mad, killing the young. 
Slaying the hope of the world . • • 
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Now youth leaves his dream and his toil and his 

quickening lore 
To kill or to die .. . 

short-lived generation ! 
Debauch of blood! 
Folly and sin! 

No more of it! 

Take away Spring, and give over the planet to a 
moon's death, a frosen death: 

Our Earth deserves extinction. 
With her rotten breed of men • • . 

So I cried, and in rage and grief went forth througli 

the dty. 
The New-World City of Peace • • . 

1 passed a prison . . . 
Broken men decayed in the damp 
I passed a miU ... 

Children and pale women peered wistfully from the 

windows . . . 
I passed a hospital . . . 

Hmnan wreckage snnned there beside the morgae. 
I walked through stinking slams • • • 
Children nosed in the garbage. 

Then I went to the home of a friend. 

And fomid darkness . . . 

Husband and wife were slowly slaying each other: 

Slaying with love. 

The woman whispered to me: 

" God I Coold I go to the war — go to the war and 
be killed!" 
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Then I looked in my own breast. 

And I said: What war is this I am bitter against? 

Behold, the lyddite of my soul that destroys peaee 
about me. 

Behold, the bayonet of my hate, and the shrapnel of 
my bestiality: 

The contending armies of lusts and shames and in- 
trigues: 

The sentries of dark sins : the spies of despisal . • • 

In this little world of Self I saw the big: 

In my 0¥m breast I found war and disaster and ship 
sinking, 

The death of faith and of hope • . . 

Behold, in myself I found Man : 

Who since the beginning has been this advancing con- 
flict .. . 

Ever thus . . • 

Then is it marvel no peace is on Earth? 

Where is the Man of Peace? 

Shall I be crushed then by the obvious horror of blood 

and carrion? 
By wholesale carnage? 

Dark in the world of darkness, I left the city: 

And then I saw, 

O ancient and new miracle • . . 

Resistless, laughing at death, overruling decay. 

Earth silently lifted life . . . 

Impassive and calm lay the heaps of the hills. 

And steadily rising. 

Green pierced through, and the soil steamed, and the 

birds nested. 
There was the farmer-boy plowing, 
And there the young wife airing the house. 
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And dose to the handled mod the absorbed facet of 

ch i l dr en • • • 
Lo, though I, Earth holdf to her luq>e! 

Then I greeted the hills . • . 

O let them be mantled with green, I said. 

And let beauty hang from the booghs • • • 

Increase the laughter of children. 

String the cities with color and glory. 

Lift a nrasic . . • 

Once were the heavens a bladcness. 

Then biased a sun forth . . . 

In the Earth's blackness, O tragic straggler, roll forth 

your splendid son 
Fight darluiess with light, 
Destmction with creation. 

Have cities toppled and ships been sunk? 

Build! Build! 

Is youth slain? 

Beget new children of flesh and toil: 

Beget a new self of splendor • . . 

Have hopes died? 

Kindle new ones . • • 

Has man fallen? 

Yon, man, arise! 

The Enemy James Oppenheim 



THE WHITE SHIPS AND THE RED 

With drooping sail and pennant 

That never a wind may reach. 
They float in sunless waters 

Beside a sunless beach. 
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Their mighty masts and f mmels 

Are wUte as driven snow. 
And with a pallid radiance 

Their ghostly bulwarks j^ow. 

Here is a Spanish galleon 

That once with gold was gaj^ 
Here is a Roman trireme 

Whose hues outshone the day. 
But Tyrian dyes have faded 

And prows that once were bright 
With rainbow stains wear only 

Death's livid, dreadful white. 

White as the ice that dove her 

That unforgotten day. 
Among her pallid sisters 

The grim Titanic lay. 
And through the leagues above her 

She looked, aghast, and said: 
" What is this living ship that comes 

Where every ship is dead? " 

The ghostly vessels trembled 

From ruined stem to prow; 
What was this thing of terror 

That broke their vigil now? 
Down through the startled ocean 

A mighty vessel came. 
Not white, as all dead ships must be. 

But red, like living flame ! 

The pale green waves about her 
Were swiftly, strangely dyed. 

By the great scarlet stream that flowed 
From out her wounded side. 
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And all her dedu were scarlet 

And all her shattered crew. 
She sank among the white ghost ships 

And stained them through and throo|^ 

The grim TiUnic greeted her 

" And who art thoa? " she said; 
" Why dost thou join onr £^K)6tly fleet 

Arrayed in living red? 
We are the ships of sorrow 

Who spend the weary night, 
Unta the dawn of Judgment Day^ 

Obscure and still and white." 

'' Nay/' said the scarlet visitor, 

" Though I sink throngh the sea 
A mined thing that was a ship 

I sink not as did ye. 
For ye met with yonr destiny 

By storm or rodL or fight. 
So throng the lagging centuries 

Ye wear your robes of white. 

'' But never crashing iceberg 

Nor honest shot of foe. 
Nor hidden reef has sent me 

The way that I must go. 
My wound that stains the waters. 

My blood that is like flame. 
Bear witness to a loathly deed, 

A deed without a name. 

" I went not forth to battle, 

I carried friendly men, 
The children played about my decks. 

The women sang — and then — 
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And then — the sun blushed scarlet 

And Heaven hid its f ace> 
The world that God created 

Became a shameful place! 

" M7 wrong cries out for vengeance^ 

The blow that sent me here 
Was aimed in Hell. M7 dying scream 

Has reached Jehovah's ear. 
Not all the seven oceans 

Shall wash away the stain; 
Upon a brow that wears a crown 

I am the brand of Cain." 

When God's great voice assembles 

The fleet on Judgment Day, 
The ghosts of ruined ships will rise 

In sea and strait and bay. 
Though they have lain for ages 

Beneath the changeless flood. 
They shall be white as silver. 

But one — shall be like blood. 

New York Timet Magazine Joyce Kilmer 



THE RETURN OP AUGUST 

Darkly a mortal age has come and gone 
And man grown ancient in a single year. 
August ! The summer month is blasted sere 
With memories earth bleeds to dream upon. 

To dream upon! Ah, were we dreaming then 
Ere Europe, blindfold, lulled in holiday, 
Harkened the sudden thunder through her play 
And fumbling held her breath to hark again, 
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And, Serbia fever-pantiiigy and the deep 
Half-breathed self-doubt of prisoned Oermanj, 

And still far tidings blew^ but that first spark 
Of August splendor burned in them no more; 
Pity and sorrow palled^ and custom wore 
A deeper callus and a blur more dark. 

Till sudden — the Lmitamia! Ugfatnings shot 
The unhallowed message, and a shuddering fire 
Leapt from our long-charred hearts — a glowing spire, 
And Europe's sword swung nearer to the knot 

That ties the bonds of peace. And now — And now 
The summer steab again toward winter's sleep. 
The reaping time draws near — ah, what to reap? 
And spring, that lurks beyond, comes hither — how? 



Still, O mj Country, while we may, look back! 
The blighted year cries from the chamel grass: 
Mu$t breath of dying hraiherf wake the brais 
That thrUU the caU to armef — A blood-sered track 

Leads backward to that other August day 
Prowled by the still unglutted Minotaur; 
But we, who watch to slay that beast of War, 
Shall we hunt him or those he mangles? — Say: 

For reason has its Ire more just than hate; 
Imaginaticm has its master hour. 
And pity its foil, and mother-love its power 
Mightier than blood-lust and more obdurate. 

My Country! poised in forward visioning. 
With pity, lore and reason let us pray 
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Our lires shall ferre to cleanse this August day ! — 

The smnmer wanes: the ploughman comes with spring. 
The Independent Percy Machaye 



PRAYER FOR PEACE 

Now these were yisions in the night of war: 
I prayed for peace; God, answering my prayer. 
Sent down a previous plague on humankind, 
A black and tumorous plague that softly slew 
Till nations and their armies were no more — 

And there was perfect peace . . • 
But I awoke, wroth with high God and prayer. 

I prayed for peace; God, answering my prayer, 
Decreed the Truce of Life: — Wings in the sky 
Fluttered and fell; the quick, bright ocean things 
Sank to the oose; the footprints in the woods 
Vanished; the freed brute from the abattoir 
Stanred on green pastures; and within the blood 
The death-work at the root of living ceased ; 
And men gnawed clods and stones, blasphemed and 
died — 
And there was perfect peace • • . 
But I awoke, wroth with high God and prayer. 

I prayed for peace; God, answering my prayer. 
Bowed the free neck beneath a yoke of steel. 
Dumbed the free voice that springs in lyric speech. 
Killed the free art that glows on all mankind. 
And made one iron nation lord of earth. 
Which in the monstrous matrix of its will 
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Moulded a spawn of slaves. There was One Might - 

And there was perfect peace . . . 
But I awoke^ wroth with high God and prayer. 

I prayed for peace; Ood^ answering my prayer. 
Palsied all flesh with bitter fear of death. 
The shuddering slayers fled to to¥m and field 
Beset with carrion visions, foul decay. 
And sickening taints of air that made the earth 
One chamel of the shrivelled lines of war. 
And through all flesh that omnipresent fear 
Became the strangling fingers of a hand 
That choked aspiring thought and brave belief 
And love of loveliness and selfless deed 
Till flesh was all, flesh wallowing, styed in fear. 
In festering fear that stank beyond the stars — 

And there was perfect peace . . . 
But I awoke, wroth with high God and prayer. 

I prayed for peace; God, answering my prayer. 
Spake very softly of forgotten things. 
Spake very softly old remembered words 
Sweet as young starlight. Rose to heaven again 
The mystic challenge of the Nasarene, 
That deathless aflirmation: — Man in God 
And God in man willing the God to be . • . 
And there was war and peace, and peace and war. 
Full year and lean, joy, anguish, life and death. 
Doing their work on the evolving soul. 
The soul of man in God and God in man. 
For death is nothing in the sum of things. 
And life is nothing in the sum of things. 
And flesh is nothing in the sum of things. 
But man in God is all and God in man. 
Will merged in will, love immanent in love. 
Moving through visioned vistas to one goal — 
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The goal of man in Grod and God in man. 
And of all life in God and God in life — 
The far fruition of onr earthly prayer, 
" Thj will be done ! " . . . There is no peace! 

The Forum William Samuel Johneon 

SONNETS WRITTEN IN THE FALL 
OF 1914 



Awake, ye nations, slmnbering supine. 
Who round enring the European fray! 
Heard ye the trumpet sound? "The Day! the 
Day! 

The last that shall on England's empire shine! 

The Parliament that broke the Right Divine 
Shall see her realm of reason swept away. 
And lesser nations shall the sword obey — 

The sword o'er all carve the great world's design ! " 

So on the English Channel boasts the foe 

On whose imperial brow death's helmet nods. 

Look where his hosts o'er bloody Belgium go. 
And mix a nation's past with blazing sods!* 

A kingdom's waste ! a people's homeless woe ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



Oh, many a crown shall sink in war's tormoil. 
And many a new republic li^t the sky. 

Fleets sweep the ocean, nations till the soil, 
Oeniiis be bom and generations die. 

Orient and Occident together toil. 

Ere such a mighty work man rears on high! 

m 

Hearken, the feet of the Destroyer tread 

The wine-press of the nations; fast the blood 
Pours from the side of Europe; in full flood 

On the septentrional watershed 

The rivers of fair France are running red! 
England, the mother-eyrie of our brood. 
That on the summit of dominion stood. 

Shakes in the blast: heaven battles overhead! 

Lift up thy head, O Rheims, of ages heir 

That treasured up in thee their glorious sum; 

Upon whose brow, prophetically fair. 

Flamed the great morrow of the world to come; 

Haunt with thy beauty this volcanic air 

Ere yet thou close, O Flower of Christendom ! 

IV 

As when the shadow of the sun's eclipse 

Sweeps on the earth, and spreads a spectral air. 
As if the universe were dying there. 

On continent and isle the darkness dips. 

Unwonted gloom, and on the Atlantic slips; 
So in the night the Belgian cities flare 
Horison-wide; the wandering people fare 

Along the roads, and load the fleeing ships. 

And westward borne that planetary sweep. 
Darkening o'er England and her times to be, 
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Already steps upon the ocean-deep ! 

Watch well^ mj country^ that unearthly sea. 
Lest when thou thinkest not, and in thy sleep. 

Unapt for war, that gloom enshadow thee ! 



I pray for peace; yet peace is but a prayer. 

How many wars have been in my brief years ! 

All races and all faiths, both hemispheres, 
My eyes have seen embattled everywhere 
The wide earth through ; yet do I not despair 

Of peace, that slowly through far ages nears. 

Though not to me the golden morn appears; 
My faith is perfect in time's issue fair. 

For man doth build on an eternal scale, 

And his ideals are framed of hope deferred; 

The millennium came not; yet Christ did not fail. 
Though ever unaccomplished is His word; 

Him Prince of Peace, though unenthroned, we hail. 
Supreme when in all bosoms He be heard. 



VI 

This is my faith, and my mind's heritage. 
Wherein I toil, though in a lonely place. 
Who yet world-wide survey the human race 

Unequal from wild nature disengage 

Body and soul, and life's old strife assuage; 
Still must abide, till heaven perfect its grace, 
And love grown wisdom sweeten in man's face. 

Alike the Christian and the heathen rage. 

The tutelary genius of mankind 

Ripens by slow degrees the final State, 
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That in the soul shall its foundations find 
And only in yictorious love grow great; 

Patient the heart most be^ humble the mind. 
That doth the greater births of time await ! 

TII 

Whence not unmoved I see the nations form 
From Dover to the fountains of the Rhine, 
A hundred leagues, the scarlet battle-line. 

And hj the Vistula great armies swarm, 

A vaster flood; rather my breast grows warm. 
Seeing all* peoples of the earth combine 
Under one standard, with one countersign. 

Grown brothers in the universal storm. 

And never through the wide world yet there rang 
A mightier summons ! O Thou who from the side 

Of Athens and the loins of Cesar sprang. 

Strike, Europe, with half the coming world allied. 

For those ideals for which, since Homer sang, 
The hosts of thirty centuries have died. 

New York Timet Magasine 

George Edward Woodherry 



THE FRUIT SHOP 

Cross-ribboned shoes; a muslin gown, 
High-waisted, girdled with bright blue; 
A straw poke bonnet which hid the frown 
She puckered her little brows into 
As she picked her dainty passage through 
The dusty street. " Ah, Mademoiselle, 
A dirty pathway, we need rain, 
My poor fruits suffer, and the shell 
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Of this mit's too Ug for its kernel, lain 

Here in the snn it has shmnk again. 

The baker down at the comer says 

We need a battle to shake the doods; 

But I am a man of peace, my ways 

Don't look to the killing of men in crowds. 

Poor fellows with gons and bayonets for shrouds! 

Pray, Mademmselle, come oat of the snn. 

Let me dost off that wicker chair. It's cool 

In here, for the green leaves I have ran 

In a cartain orer the door, make a pool 

Of shade. Ton see the pears oa that stool — 

The shadow keeps them plomp and fair." 

Oyer the f raiterer*s door the leayes 

Held badL the son, a greenish flare 

Qoivered and spariced the shop, the shesTcs 

Of sonbeams, glanced from the sign on the eaves. 

Shot from the golden letters, broke 

And splintered to little scattered li^ts. 

Jeanne Toarmont entered the shop, her poke 

Bonnet tilted itself to rights. 

And her face looked oat like the moon on nights 

Of flickering doads. '* Monsieur Popain, I 

Want gooseberries, an apple or two. 

Or excellent plams, bat not if they're high; 

Haven't you some which a strong wind blew ? 

I've only a coaple of francs for yoa.'* 

Monsiear Popain shragged and rabbed his hands. 

What coald he do, the times were sad. 

A coaple of francs and sach demands! 

And asking for f raits a little bad. 

Wind-blown indeed! He never had 

Anything eke than the very best — 

He pointed to baskets of blanted pears 

With the thin skin tight like a bursting vest, 

All yellow, and red, and brown, in smears. 
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Monsieur Popain's voice denoted tears. 

He took up a pear with tmder care. 

And pressed it with his hardened thmnb. 

" Smell it. Mademoiselle, the perfome there 

Is like lavender, and sweet thoughts come 

Only from having a dish at home. 

And those grapes I They melt in the month like wine. 

Just a click of the tongae, and they burst to honey. 

They're only this morning off the vine. 

And I paid for them down in silver money. 

The Corporal's widow is witness, her pony 

Brought them in at sunrise to-day. 

Those oranges — Gold! They're almost red. 

They seem little chips just broken away 

From the sun itself. Or perhaps instead 

You'd like a pomegranate, they're rarely gay. 

When you split them the seeds are like crimson spray. 

Yes, they're high, they're high, and those Turkey figs 

They all come from the south, and Nelson's ships 

Make it a little hard for our rigs. 

They must be forever giving the slips 

To the cursed English, and when men clips 

Through powder to bring them> why dainties mount 

A bit in price. Those almonds now — 

111 strip off that husk — when one discounts 

A life or two in a nigger row 

With the man who grew them, it does seem how 

They would come dear; and then the fight 

At sea perhaps^ our boats have heck 

And mostly they sail along at night. 

But once in a way they're caught; one feels 

Ivory's not better nor finer — why peels 

From an almond kernel are worth two sous. 

It's hard to sell them now," he sighed, 

*' Purses are tight> but I shall not lose. 

There's plenty of cheaper things to choose." 
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He picked some currants oat of a wide 

Earthen bowL " They make the tongue 

Ahnost fly out to suck them, bride 

Currants these are; they were planted long 

Ago for some new Marquise, among 

Other great beauties, before the Ch&teau 

Was left to rot. Now the Gardener's wife, 

He that marched off to his death at Marengo, 

Sells them to me; she keeps her life 

From snuffing out, with her pruning knife. 

She's a poor old thing, but she learnt the trade 

When her man was young, and the young Marquis 

Couldn't have enough garden. The flowers he made 

All new ! And the fruits ! But 'twas said that he 

Was no friend to the people, and so they laid 

Some charge against him, a cavalcade 

Of citijsens took him away; they meant 

Well, but I think there was some mistake. 

He just pottered round in his garden, bent 

On growing things; we were so awake 

In those days for the New Republic's sake. 

He's gone, and the garden is all that's left 

Not in ruin, but the currants and apricots, 

And peaches, furred and sweet, with a cleft 

Full of morning dew, in those green glazed pot8> 

Why, Mademoiselle, there is never an eft 

Or worm among them, and as for theft. 

How the old woman keeps them I cannot say. 

But they're finer than any grown this way." 

Jeanne Tourmont drew back the filigree ring 

Of her striped silk purse, tipped it upside down 

And shook it, two coins fell with a ding 

Of striking silver, beneath her gown 

One rolled, the other lay, a thing 

Sparked white and sharply glistening 

In a drop of sunlight between two shades. 
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She jerked the purse, took its empty ends 

And crumpled them toward the centre braids. 

The whole collapsed to a mass of blends 

Of colors and stripes. ''Monsieur Popain, friends 

We have always been. In the days before 

The Great Revolution my aunt was kind 

When you needed help. You need no more; 

'Tis we now who must beg at your door. 

And will you refuse? " The little man 

Bustled, denied, his heart was good. 

But times were hard. He went to a pan 

And poured upon the counter a flood 

Of pungent raspberries, tanged like wood. 

He took a melon with rough green rind 

And rubbed it well with his apron tip. 

Then he hunted over the shop to find 

Some walnuts cracking at the lip. 

And added to these a barberry slip 

Whose acrid, oval berries hung 

Like fringe and trembled. He reached a round 

Basket, with handles, from where it swung 

Against the wall, laid it on the ground 

And filled it, then he searched and found 

The francs Jeanne Tourmont had let fall. 

"You'll return the basket. Mademoiselle?" 

She smiled, " The next time that I call. 

Monsieur. You know that very well." 

'Twas lightly said, but meant to tell. 

Monsieur Popain bowed, somewhat abashed. 

She took her basket and stepped out. 

The simlight was so bright it flashed 

Her eyes to blindness, and the rout 

Of the little street was all about 

Through glare and noise she stumbled, dased. 

The heavy basket was a care. 

She heard a shout and almost graced 
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The paneb of a chaise and pair. 
The poatlMj yelled^ and an amazed 
Face from the carriage window gased. 
She jmnped back just in time^ her heart 
Beating with fear. Through whirling light 
The chaise departed^ but her smart 
Was keen and bitter. In the white 
Dust of the street she saw a bright 
Streak of colors^ wet and gay. 
Red like blood. Crashed bat fair. 
Her frait stained the cobbles of the way. 
Monsiear Popain joined her there. 
" Tiens, Mademoiselle, 

c'est le G£n6ral Bonaparte, partant poor la 

Gaerre!" 

The Yale Review Amy Lowell 



THE PARADOX 

'Tis evanescence that endures; 

The loveliness that dies the soonest has the longest 

life. 
The rainbow is a momentary thing, 
The afterglows are ashes while we gase. 
And those soft flames of song 
That bum ipiid the hawthorn-scented bashes of the 

May 
Expire before the sense can fix them. 
The motes of moonlight steal across the tender dask, 
And faery flatings wander from the haunted hills. 
And tremble and are gone. 
All bloom and fire. 

All light and color, scent and sound — 
All passion, which is kin to these — 
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Die almost in the instant of their birth. < 

They die, and yet they live forever, 1 

For by their very poignance they are thmst I 

Deep^ into the texture of that eternal stuff 

Which is the soul, ' 

And grow to unity with it; and there I 

The loveliness which dies the soonest always lives. 

New York Evening Sun Dan Marquii 



OVER NIGHT, A ROSE 

That over night a rose could come 

I, one time did believe. 
For when the fairies live with one. 

They wilfully deceive. 
But now I know this perfect thing 

Under the f rosen sod 
In cold and storm grew patiently 

Obedient to God. 
My wonder grows, since knowledge came 

Old fancies to dismiss; 
And courage comes. Was not the rose 

A winter doing this? 
Nor did it know, the weary while. 

What color ahd perfume 
With this completed loveliness 

Lay in that earthy tomb. 
So maybe I, who cannot see 

What God wills not to show, 
May, some day, bear a rose for Him 

It took my life to grow. 

Boitan Tramcript Caroline OUiinan 
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HARVEST 

There was a schooner came ashore this fall; 

A graceful thing flung on the bar and slain. 
With draggled gear, her stays about her trucks 

Like blown hair, . . and her beauty all in vain. 

She floundered through the spray with crumpled 
wings, 

A gray bird smothered in a leaping doom. 
We huddled there at dawn to see her die, 

A circle of white faces in the gloom. 

There was a cold light reaping in the east, 
A slow scythe cutting at the field of stars. 

And wind to beat a strong man down. We stood 
Watching five dots that specked her tossing spars. 

Five human souls. . . . We saw the sea reach up 
And pluck at them with great white-fingered 
hands — 
Three times the life-boat thrust against the surf; 
The sea laughed loud . . . and broke it on the 
sands. 

So there was nothing more to do. The end 
Came as the sun burst through its iron clouds. 

The racked ship staggered, reeled, and disappeared — ^ 
The flung spume served the dead men as their 
shrouds. 

And then, dear-voiced, the village church-bell sang 
Above the wind and sea. . . . We had forgot 

What day it was. Now suddenly we turned 

Together toward the house where death is not. 

No word was spoken, yet we all went in 
To the still aisles and knelt upon the floor.. 
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A man was there, a dmnkard and a thief. 
One who had never been in church before. 

He kneeled beside ns, twisting his red hands, 
A startled glory in his sodden eyes. . . . 

I thought of five men silent in the sea 

That ono might bring his sold to paradise. 

Harper'i Magasine Dana Bumei 



THE NIGHT COURT 

''CaUBoseCostara!" 

Insolent, she comes. 
The watchers, practised, keen, torn down their 

thmnbs. 
The walk, the talk, the face, — that sea-shell tint, — 
It is old staff; they read her like coarse print. 
Here is no hapless innocence waylaid. 
This is a stolid worker at her trade. 
Listening, she yawns; half smiling, midismayed. 
Shrugging a little at the law's delay. 
Bored and impatient to be on her way. 
It is her eighth conviction. Out beyond the rail 
A lady novelist in search of types turns pale. 
She meant to write of them just as she found them. 
And with no tears or maudlin glamour round them, 
In forceful, virile words, harsh, true words, without 

shame. 
Calling an ugly thing, boldly, an ugly name; 
Sympathy, velvet glove, on purpose, iron hand. 
But eighth conviciian! All the phrases she had 

planned 
Fail; "sullen," "vengeful," no, she isn't that. 
No, the pink face beneath the hectic hat 
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Gives back her own aghast and sickened stare 

With a detached and rather cheerful air. 

And then the little novelist sees red. 

From her chaste heart all demencj is fled. 

''Oh, loaths<Nne! venomous! Off with her head! 

Call Rose Costara ! " But before you stop. 

And shelve your decent rage. 

Let's call the cop. 

Let's call the plain-clothes cop who brought her in. 
The weary-eyed night watchman of the law, 
A shuffling person with a hanging jaw. 
Loose-lipped and sallow, rather vague of chin. 
Comes rubber-heeling at his Honor's rap. 
He set and baited and then sprung the trap — 
The trap — by his unsavory report 
Let's ask him why — but first 

Let's call the court 

Not only the grim figure in the chair. 

Sphinx-like above the waste and wreckage there. 

Skeptical, weary of a retold tale. 

But the whole humming hive, the false, the frail, — 

An old young woman with a weasel face, 

A lying witness waiting in his place. 

Two ferret lawyers nosing out a case. 

Reporters questioning a Mexican, 

Sobbing her silly heart out for her man. 

Planning to feature her, " lone desperate, pretty,"- 

Yes, call the court But wait! 

Let's call the city. 

Call the community ! Call up, call down. 
Call all the speeding, mad, unheeding town ! 
Call rags and tags and then call velvet gown ! 
Go, summon them from tenements and dubs, 
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On office floors and over steaming tubs! 
Shont to the boxes and behind the scenes^ 
Then to the push-carts and the limousines ! 
Arouse the lecture-room, the cabaret! 
Confound them with a trumpet-blast and say, 
" Are you so dull, so deaf and blind indeed. 
That you mistake the hardest for the seed? " 
Condcann them for — but stay I 

Let's call the code — 

That facile thing they've fashioned to their mode: 
Smug sophistries that smother and befool. 
That numb and stupefy; that clumsy thing 
That measures mountains with a three-foot rule. 
And plumbs the ocean with a pudding-string — 
The little, brittle code. Here is the root, 
Far out of sight, and buried safe and deep. 
And Rose Costara is the bitter fruit. 
On erery limb and leaf, death, ruin, creep. 

So, lady novelist, go home again. 

Rub biting add on your little pen. 

Ijock back and out and up and in, and then 

Write that it is no job for pruning-shears. 

Tell them to dig for years and years and years 

The twined and twisted roots. Blot out the page; 

Invert the blundering order of the age; 

Reverse the scheme: the last shall be the first. 

Smnmon the system, starting with the worst — 

The lying, dying code ! On, down the line, 

The dty, and the court, the cop. Assign 

The guilt, the blame, the shame! Sting, lash, and 

spur! 
Call each and all! Callus! And i%^ call her ! 

Century Magasine Ruth Comfort MitcheU 
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PAX BEATA 

IVe dosed my door and I am all alone. 

Here in my ro<mi, all fragrant with my better self. 

Here are my pictures that have waited long for me: 

Erasmus with his stodions calm; 

My laughing children and my laughing girl. 

My quaint stiff angels and my medL St John — 

They greet me as I come to them for rest. 

Up on my shelves my other friends 

Are waiting, too, for me: my friends 

That take me far beyond my tiny room 

And make its sunny space 

A gleaming entrance into other lands. 

There is my little bed, where all the night 

My body lies asleep 

And leaves my soul quite free 

To wander with the winds. 

There is my window where I say my prayers 

And lode straight out upon the solid hills 

And listen for the rustle of the angels' wings. 

My room, all sweet with flowers I love 

That grow for me because I love them; 

All fragrant, too, with ghosts of flowers 

That bloomed and drooped with me; 

My room, so still and quiet, yet astir 

M^th all the souls of those that love and trust me. 

Outside, the strife and struggle and the strain; 

In here there's peace, and quietude, and strength. 



I've dosed my door and I am all alone. 
Harper^i Magazine Mary Rachel NorrU 
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THE SERVICE 

I was the third man nmning in a race. 

And memory still most run it o'er and o'er: 

The pounding heart that beat against my frame; 
The wind that dried the sweat upon my face 

And tamed my throat to paper creased and sore; 
The jabbing pain that sharply went and came. 

My eyes saw nothing save a strip of road 
That flaunted there behind the second man; 
It swam and blurred^ yet still it lay before. 
My legs seemed none of mine, but rhythmic strode 
Unconscious of my will that urged, " You can ! " 
And cried at them to make one effort more. 

Then suddenly there broke a wave of sound, — 
Crowds shouting when the first man struck the tape; 
And then the second roused that friendly din; 
While I — I stumbled forward and the ground 
All wavered 'neath my feet, while men agape. 
But silent, saw me as I staggered in. 

As sick in heart and flesh I bent my head. 

Two seised me and embraced me, and one cried, 
" Your thudding footsteps held me to the grind." 
.And then the winner, smiling wanly, said, 

" No dream of records kept me to my stride — 
I dreaded you two thundering behind ! " 

Jlarpef^i Magazine Burget Johnson 



TESTAMENT 

I said, '' I will take my life 
And throw it away; 
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I who was fire and toog 
Will turn to day/' 

^ I will lie no more in the ni^t 

With shaken breath, 
I will toss my heart in the air 

To be caught by Death." 

Bat oat of the ni^ I heard 
Like the inland soond of the sea. 

The hashed and terrible sob 
Of all hamanity. 

Then I said, '' Oh, who am I 
To scorn God to His face? 

I will bow my head and stay 
And saffer with my race." 

The SmaH Set Sara Teaedale 



A STATUE IN A GARDEN 

I was a goddess ere the marble f oand me. 

Wind, wind, delay not! 
Waft my spirit where the laorel crowned me! 

Will the wind stay not? 

Then tarry, tarry, listen, little swallow! 

An old glory feeds me — 
I lay apon the bosom of Apollo I 

Not a bird heeds me. 

For here the days are alien. O, to waken 

Mine, mine, with calling! 
Bat on my shoalders bare, like hopes forsaken. 

The dead leaves are falling. 

158 



Digitized by 



Google 



Hie sky is gray and full of unshed weeping 

As dim down the garden 
I wait and watch the early autumn sweeping. 

The stalks fade and harden. 

The souls of all the flowers afar have rallied. 

The trees^ gaunt^ appalling^ 
Attest the gloom, and on my shoulders pallid 

The dead leaves are falling. 

Poetfy: A Magatnine of Fene Agnei Lee 

FATE 

The mist-strange mountains at the horison line. 
And the white combers breaking on the beach; 
The sense of calm and infinite great reach 
Of sea and sky; the lure of a divine 
Something beyond, whereof God gives a sign 
To seeking souls, and seems to pledge to each 
A benison not caught in any speech 
Such as is limned by words of thine and mine. 

A peace of heaven encompasses and calls; 
The southward-speeding sun with cloudless smile 
Comforts a heart but now disconsolate. 
Sudden, o'erhead, a great bird's shadow falls : 
With shivering swiftness drop dark fears of guile. 
The omened pinions of the wing of Fate ! 

The Bellman Richard Burton 

THE ANSWER 

When I go back to earth 
And all my joyous body 
Puts off the red and white 
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That oooe had been so proud. 
If men ihould pass abore 
With false and feeble pity, 
M J dost will find a voice 
To answer them alood: 

^ Be still, I am content. 

Take bade your poor compassion, 

Joy was a flame in me 

Too steady to destroy; 

lithe as a bending reed 

LoYing the storm that sways her — 

I found more joy in sorrow 

Than yon conld find in joy/' 

Poetry: A Magazine of Verse Sara TeaidaU 



THE WHITE WITCH 

O, brothers mine, take care! Take care! 
The great white witch rides out to-night. 
Trust not yonr prowess nor your strength; 
Your only safety lies in flight; 
For in her glance there is a snare. 
And in her smile there is a blight. 

The great white witch yon have not seen? 
Then, younger brothers mine, forsooth. 
Like nursery children you have looked 
For ancient hag and snaggled tooth; 
But no, not so; the witch appears 
In all the glowing charms of youth. 

Her lips are like carnations red. 
Her face like new-bom lilies fair. 
Her eyes like ocean waters blue, 
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She moves with subtle grace and air. 
And all about her head there floats 
The golden glory of her hair. 

But though she always thus appears 
In form of youth and mood of mirth. 
Unnumbered centuries are hers^ 
The infant planets saw her birth; 
The child of throbbing Life is she. 
Twin sister to the greedy earth. 

And back behind those smiling lips. 
And down within those laughing eyes. 
And underneath the soft caress 
Of hand and voice and purring sighs 
The shadow of the panther lurks. 
The spirit of the vampire lies. 

For I have seen the great white witch. 
And she has led me to her lair, 
And I have kissed her red, red lips 
And cruel face so white and fair; 
Around me she has twined her arms. 
And bound me with her yellow hair. 

I felt those red lips bum and sear 
My body like a living coal; 
Obeyed the power of those eyes 
As the needle trembles to the pole; 
And did not care although I felt 
The strength go ebbing from my soul. 

Oh ! she has seen your strong young limbs. 
And heard your laughter loud and gay. 
And in your voices she has caught 
The echo of a far off day, 
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When man was closer to the earth; 
And she has marked 70a for her prey. 

She feels the old Antean strength 
In yon^ the great dynamic beat 
Of primal passions^ and she sees 
In 70a the last besieged retreat 
Of lore relentless^ luaty, fierce^ 
Lore pain-ecstatic^ cmd-sweet 

O, brothers mine^ take care! Take care! 
The great white witch rides ont to-night! 
O, jomiger brothers mine, beware! 
Look not upon her beauty bright; 
For in her glance there is a snare. 
And in her smile there is a blight. 

The Crisis James Weldan Johnson 



THE VANISHED COUNTRY 
(Re-entered at the Reqoest of the Gentleman from Texts) 

Back in the Vanished Country 
There's a cabin in the lane. 
Across the yellow sunshine 
And the silver of the rain; 
A cabin, smnmer-shaded. 
Where the maples whispered low 
Dream stories of the southwind 
That a fellow used to know; 
And it's queer that, turning gray. 
Still a fellow looks away 
To a dream he knows has ranished 
Down the Path of Yesterday. 
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Back in the Vanished Country 
There's an old-time swinging gate 
Through the early dusk of summer 
Where a girl had come to wait; 
And her hair was like the sundrift 
From the heart of summer skies 
While the blue of God's wide heaven 
Crowned the splendor of her eyes; 
And it's queer that^ turning gray, 
Still a fellow looks away 
To a dream he knows has vanished 
Down the Path of Yesterday. 

Back in the Vanished Country 

There's a dream that used to be. 

Of Fame within the City 

And a name beyond the sea; 

A dream of laurel wreathings 

That came singing through the night 

The story of the glory 

Of the victor in the fight; 

And it's queer that^ worn and gray. 

Still a fellow looks away 

To a dream he knows has vanished 

Down the Path of Yesterday. 

New York Tribune Grantland Rice 



THE DEATH OF THE HHIED MAN 

Mary sat musing on the lamp-flame at the tablo.^ 
^Waiting for W^rren^ When she heard his step>J^ 
fJijf^ She ran on np-toe down the darkened passage 
To meet him in the doorway with the news - 

168 



Digitized by 



Google 



gaaxdj " Silas is bad^"^ 



And pot him on his _ 

She pushed him outward with her through the door^ « 

And shut it after her. " Be kin j/' gfap HftJfJI >=^^"i XUx^JT i 
She took the market things from Warren's armaj^ 
And set them on the porch, then drew him down 
. To sit beside her on the wooden steps. 

f l"^ Y"'"'*^^^®'* ^•^ ^ ^^^' anything but kind to him? ^ 

X^ (i^ B«* I'U no* havTt&eraKVback/* he said. i/-Ai*Js*:S3^ * 
t^ 'O-^ " ^ *o*d ^™ *o ^*«* baying, didn't I? <2jljlA^ 
^^^ ^ 'If he left then/ I said, ' that ended iC- 
^ c WlCat good is he? Who else will harbor him 
^ *^ ^ -. At his age for the little he can do? 

'^ What help he is there's no depending on^ 
Off he goes always when I need him mo8t«.«^ 
' He thinks he ought to earn a little pay. 
Enough at least to buy tobacco with. 
So he won't have to beg and be beholden.' 
' All right,' I say, ' I can't afford to pay 
Any fixed wages, though I wish I could.' 
' Someone else can.' ' Then someone else will hare 

^. . _^^ T 

A shouldn't mind his bettering himsell^ 
If that was what it was. You can be certain. 
When he begins lik e that, there's someone at him 
Trying to coax him olf with pocket-money, — 
In haying time , when any help is scarce. . 

In winter he comes back to us. I'm donc'l/^.^A-^^^ 





" Sh ! not so loud: he'U heax^^yQn#' 

" i want him to: he'll haye to soon or late." 

" He's worn out. He's ksleep beside the stoye. 
When I came up from Rowe's I found him here. 
Huddled against the barn-door fast asleep, 
A miserable sight, and frightening, too — 
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needn't smile — I didn't recognise him — 
I wasn't looking for him— ^and he's changed. 
Wait till you see." tk.^^^'f^..^!^---' . 

" Where did you say he'd been? " 

" He didn't say. I dragged him to the honse^ 
And gave him tea and tried to make him smoke. 
I tried to make him talk about his travels. 
Nothing would do: he just kept nodding off." 

" What did you say? Did he say anything? " 

"ButlitUe." 

" Anything? Mary^ confess 
He said he'd come to ditch the meadow for me.'- 

" Warren!" 

" But did he? I just want to know." 

" Of course he did. What would you have him 

Surely you wouldn t grudge the poor old i 

Some humble way to save his self-r espect._y7 C,/^>^'^ 

e added^ if you really care to know^ 
He meant to dear the upper pasture^ too...*" 
/TEaTsounds like something you have heard before? 
Warren, I wish you could have heard the way 
He jumbled everything. I stopped to look 
Two or three times — Ite iids i— AaLao^yy — 
To see if he was talking in his sleep. 

!e ran on Harold Wilson — you remember — 
The boy you had in haying four years since. 
He's finished school, and teaching in his college. 
Silas declares you'll have to get him back. 
He says they two will make a team for work: 
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Between them thej will \aj tiiis fann ^ i 

waj he ndzed that in witii other tilings. 
He dunks joong Wilson a likely lad, thon^ daft 
On edncatioq.'— yon know how thej fon^^ 
All throng July under the biasing son, ,^-. 
Silas np on the eart to build the load, -^^H^^Sj^l^^^- 
Harold alcmg beside to pitch it oo.'* ^ 

" Yes, I took care to kea> well out of earshot" 'kj^-^^^ t^"-' 

** Well, those days trouble SOas like a dream. 

Ton wouldn't think th^ woold. How some things 
linger! ( nj; Yt>^ ^- ' 

Harold's joong college boy's assurance piqued hinw 

After so many years he still keeps finding 

Good arguments he sees he might hare used. 

I sympathise. I know jost how it feelsj^ 
T'othink of the right thing to say tofi.Ute. 

Harold's associated in his mind with Latin. 
/ He asked me what I thought of Harold's saying 

He studied Latin like the violin 

Because he liked it — that a n argument! 

He said he couldn't uiake the boy believe ^ ^ 

He could find water with a hasd prong^=^ 

Which showed how much p>od school hm acvct 

He wanted to go over that. But most of all 
He thinks if he could have another chance 
To teach him how to build a load of hay — " 



V 

done 



** J l gm w» that's Silas' [^e"^ accomplishment. 

He bundles every forkful in its plac^,,, ^ 

And tags and numbers it for future reference. 

So he can find and easily dislodge it 

In the unloading. Silas does *^**^_irfill 

He takes it out in bunches like big birds' nests 

166 




Digitized by 



Google 



Yoonever see hto stan^ipff »« ^^^fi ^^y -aJju--^^ ^' '^ "^ 
Ut:a trying to lift> straining to Uft binigdf/^ 

" He thinks if he could teach him that, he'd bei^ 
Some good perhaps to so meon ejg the wj5ld..,/vU- n^-^y 
Hp hates to see a boy the fool of books. 
^/> nPoor Silas^ s o concerned for other folks, 
1^ And nothing to lock backward to with pride. 
And nothing to look forward to with hope. 
So now and never any different/!^ 

Part of a moon was falling down the west^ 
Dragging the whole sky with it to the hills. 
Its light poured softly in her lap. She saw 
And spread her apron to it. She put out her hand 
Among the harp-like morning-glory stringa^^ 
Taut with the dew from garden bed to cares, -^ ' 
As if she played unheard the tenderness V 
That wrought on him beside her in the night. V^ . . 

r^*.>^^J^arren," she said^^V l^tcomt home to die: ^i^VH-* ^ 
^^ You needb't be afraid hell leave you this time." 

"" Home/' he mocked gently. 

"^ " Yes, what else but home? 

It all depends on what you mean by home. j 

Of course he's nothings to us^any more \J^ 

Than was the houn^L that came a stranger to usi j$/^ 
Out of the woods, worn out upon the trail." ^ 

^' Home is the place where, when you have to go there. 
They h ave to t ake you in." 

"I should have called it 
Something you somehow haven't to deserve." 

^PV^*** Itnirtfrntr and tftok ■ stap st^tTrrrr""' 
Picked up a little stidcV and brou^t it back 
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And broke it in his hand^ tossed it bj^^L^^^'^*'''^ 
. ^^^y^SAas has better daim oil as 70a think ^ 
i/$::^^T on his brother? Thirteen little miles ^ 

■^^ As the road winds would bring him to his door. ^ (\/J 

Silas has walked that far no doubt to-daj. A jy 

Why didn't he go there? His brother's rich, P^j/^ 

A somebodj^ — di rector in the bank^''^ \ "^ X 

" He never told us that" 

''We know it though." 

*' I think his brother ou^^t to help^ of course. 

Ill see to that if there is need. He ou^^t of right 
/ To take him in, and might be williq|p to — 
^- He may be better than appearanoes.; 

Atit Isiye some pit^ on^ilaSt^ Do yoa think 
'If he'd had "any'pri^ in claiming kin 

Or anything he looked for from his brother. 

He'd keep so still about him all this time? ^ 

" I wonder what's between them? " 

" I can tell you. 
Silas is what he is — we wouldn't mind him — 
But just the kind that kinsfolk can't abide. 
He never did a thing so very bad. 
He don't know why he isn't quite as good 
As anyone. He won't be made ashamed / 

To please his brother, worthless though he is.'/ (2A-r>^-*^ 



'' I can't think Si ever hurt anyone." 

** No, but he hurt my heart the way he lay 
Andyjr^Ue^ Uis'lold head on that sharp-edged chair* 

back. 
He wouldn't let me put him on the lounge. 
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You must go in and sec what jou can^o-.-'-T^*''"^ 
I made the bed up for him ^^a^AXt^^^ 
Yon'U be surprised at him — :J^X,.£99Ch he's broken. 
His working days are done; I'm jaie of it." 



< 



" I'd not be in a hurry to say that." 

" I haven't been. Go^ look^ see for yourself. 
Buty Warren, please remember how it is: 
He's come to help you ditch the meadow. 
He has a plan. You mustn't laugh at him. 
He may not speak of it, and then he may. 
I'll sit and see if that small sailing cloud 
Will hit or miss the moon." 

It hit Jfche moon. 
Then there was three there, making a dim row. 
The moon, the little silver cloud, and she. 



f 



I to her, \ 



Warren returned — too soon, it seemed 

Slipped to her side, caught up her hand and waited. 

"Warren," she questioned. 

" Dead," was all he answered, j 

The New Republic Robert Froit 



SWIMMERS 

I took the cra«y short-cut to the bay — 

Over a fence or two and through a hedge. 

Jumping a private road, — along the edge 

Of backyards full of drying wash it lay; 

I ran, electric with elation. 

Sweating, impetuous, and wild 

For a swift plunge in the sea that smiled, 
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Moddng and languid^ half a mile away. 

This was the final thrill^ the last sensation 

That capped foor hoars of violence and laughter — 

To hare^ with casual friends and casual jAes, 

Hard sporty a cold swim and fresh linen after. • • • 

And now^ the last set being played and orer^ 

I hurried past the lasy lakes of dorer; 

I swung my racket at astonished oaks^ 

My arm still tingling from aggressive stnAes. 

Tennis was over for the day — 

I took the leaping short-cut to the bay. 

Then^ the swift plunge into the cool^ green dark — 

The windy waters rushing past me, through me, 

Filled wiUi the sense of some heroic lark, 

Exulting in a vigor, clean and roomy. 

Swiftly I rose to meet the feline sea 

That sprang upon me with a hundred daws. 

And grappled, pulled me down, and played with me. 

Then, tense and breathless in the tightening pause. 

When one wave grows into a toppling acre, 

I dived headlong into the foremost breaker. 

Pitting against a cold and turbulent strife 
The feverish intensity of life. . . • 
Out of the foam I lurched and rode the wave, 
Swimming, hand over hand, against the wind; 
I f dt the sea's vain pounding, and I grinned 
Knowing I was its master, not its slave. 
Oh, the proud total of those lusty hours — 
The give and take of rough and vigorous tussles 
With happy sinews and rejoicing muscles; 
The knowledge of my own beneficent powers, — 
Feeling the force in one small body bent 
To curb and tame this towering dement. 
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Back on the curving beach I stood again^ 
Facing the bath-house^ when a group of men^ 
Stumbling beneath some sort of weighty went by. 
I could not see the hidden thing they carried; 
I only heard: " He never gave a cry " — 
"Who's going to tell her"— "Yes, and they just 

married" — 
"Such a good swimmer, too," . . . and then they 

passed. 
Leaving the silence throbbing and aghast. 

A moment there my buoyant heart hung slack. 

And then the glad, barbaric blood came back 

Singing a livelier tune; and in my pulse 

I felt the goad that strengthens and exults. • • • 

Why I was there and whither I must go 

I did not care — enough for me to know 

The same unresting struggle and the glowing 

Life, an adventure perilous and gay — 

And Death, a long and vivid holiday. 

The Yale Review Louie Vniermeyer 



IF ONE SHOULD COME 

If One should come from out the Calm to-night. 
Leaving the Grievous Question yet unsolved, 
I think I should not marvel how involved 
Can every beauty be in Beauty's sight. 

I think I should not wish for nor delight 
In the old close communion, soul with soul; 
Nor care to let dead years exact their toll, 
Nor old emotions move me with their might; 

But hasten to receive her as a queen. 

Not wholly blameless, who hath gained what Age 
Must humbly ask for; who, with Youth for gage, 
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Won ingreM to the Hidden and Unseen; 
Who, with her puissant beaoty, purchased all; — 
As one who tempted Death and caused his fall! 

The Midland MahUm Letmard Fiiher 

A MagoMine of the Middle West 



VOYAGE A L»INFINI 

The swan existing 

Is like a song with an accompaniment 

Imaginary. 

Across the glassy lake. 

Across the lake to the shadow of the willows. 

It is accompanied by an image, 

— As by Debussy's 

'' Reflete dane I'eam.'' 

The swan that is 

Reflects 

Upon the solitary water — breast to breast 

With the dnplicity: 

" The other one! "* 

And breast to breast it is confused. 

O visionary wedding ! O stateliness of the procession ! 

It is accompanied by the image of itself 

Alone. 

At night 

The lake is a wide silence. 

Without imagination. 

Others. A MagoMine of the New Vene 

Walter Conrad Arensberg 
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THE LAST PIPER 

Dark winds of the monntaiii. 
White winds of the sea 
Are skirling the pibroch 
Of Seumas an Righ. 

The crying of gannets^ 
The shrieking of terns 
Are keening his djring 
High over the bums. 

Gray silence of waters 
And wasting of lands 
And the wailing of music 
Down to the sands. 

The wailing of mnsic 
And trailing of wind^ 
The waters before him, 
The mountains behind. 

Alone at the gatherings 
Silent he stands. 
And the wail of his piping 
Cries over the lands 

To the moan of the waters. 
The drone of the foam 
Where his soul, a white gannet, 
Wings silently home. 

Boitan Tramcript Edward J. O'Brien 
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TIME 

What thougfat can mtasuie Time? — 

Tell its beginnings name 

The void from which it first, faint-pnlsing came? — 

Follow its onward going — 

A restless rirer without tomolt flowing — 
Or with snre footing climb 
Unto its unlit altitndes sublime? 

What thon^^t can trace the wonders it hath seen — 
Time, the creator of all that hath been, 

Girer of bounty where was dearth^ 

Bringer of miracles to birth: 
Time through whose office is the seedling sown. 
The fruit upgathered, the ripe harvest mown. 

And beauty made to glorify the earth? 

Before the land took shape and rose 
Black and chaotic from the old, old sea. 

Before the stars their courses chose. 
Before the moon's most ancient memory. 

Time to Earth's vision, veiled in night, appears 

Back of the viewless cycles of the years. 

The Hours, his little children, run 

Lightly upon his errands ever; 
By sure and swift relays is done 

His will, disputed never; 
The while these transient Hours infirm 
Measure of mortal things the destined term. 

Ah, me, the days ! the heavy-weighted years. 

Each with its Spring and Winter, dusk and dawn ! 

The centuries, with all their joys, their tears. 
That came, and now — so utterly are gone! 
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Gone whither? whither vanished so? 
Does broad Orion^ or does Hesper know? 

There comes no answer. Are we dupes^ indeed — 
Offspring of Time^ by Time relentless slain^ 
Our purest aspirations dreamed in vain ? 
Ah^ no: man's soul indignant doth disdain 

Ignoble vassalage to such a creed^ 

Well knowing it is free — 

Aye^ free! — for present^ past, and future blend. 
The segments of a circle without end^ 

Losing themselves in one, unboumed Eternity! 

North American Review Florence EaHe Coatee 



SILENCE 

I have known the silence of the stars and of the sea, 
And the silence of the city when it pauses. 
And the silence of a man and a maid. 
And the silence for which music alone finds the word. 
And the silence of the woods before the winds of 

spring begin. 
And the sitence of the sick 
When their eyes roam about the room. 
And I ask: For the depths 
Of what use is language? 
A beast of the fields moans a few times 
When death takes its young. 

And ,we are voiceless in the presence of realities — 
We cannot speak. 

A curious boy asks an old soldier 
Sitting in front of the grocery store, 
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** How did yoa lose jour leg? " 

And the old soldier is strodL with silence. 

Or his mind flies away 

Because he cannot concentrate it on Gettysborg. 

It comes back jocosely 

And he says, " A bear bit it off/' 

And the boy wonders, while the old soldier 

Dumbly, f eeUy lives over 

The flashes of guns, the thunder of cannon, 

The shrieks of the slain. 

And himself lying on the ground. 

And the hospital surgeons, the knives. 

And the long days in bed. 

But if he could describe it all 

He would be an artist. 

But if he were an artist there would be deeper wounds 

Which he could not describe. 



I There is the silence of a great hatred. 

And the silence of a great lore. 

And the silence of a deep peace of mind. 

And the silence of an embittered friendship, 
^ There is the silence of a spiritual crisis. 

Through which your soul, exquisitely tortiired. 

Comes with visions not to be uttered 

Into a realm of higher life. 

And the silence of the gods who understand each 
other without speech. 

There is the silence of def eltt. 

There is the silence of those unjustly punished; 

And the silence of the dying whose hand 

Suddenly grips yours. 

There is the silence between father and son. 

When the father cannot explain his life. 

Even though he be misunderstood for it. 
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There is the silence that comes between husband 
and wife. 
There is the silence of thos^ who have failed; 
And the vast silence that covers 
Broken nations and vanquished leaders. 
There is the silence of Lincoln, 
Thinking of the poverty of his youth. 
And the silence of Napoleon 
After Waterloo: 

And the silence of Jeanne D'Arc 
Saying amid the flames, ** Blessed- Jesus " — 
Revealing in two words all sorrow, aU hope. 
And there is the silence of age. 
Too full of wisdom for the tongue to utter it 
In words intelligible to those who have not lived 
The great range of life. 

And there is the silence of the dead. 
If we who are in life cannot speak 
Of profound experiences. 
Why do you marvel that the dead 
Do not tell you of death? 
Their silence shall be interpreted 
As we approach them. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Fene 

Edgar Lee Moitere 



' MADISON CAWEIN 

The wind makes moan, the water runneth chill; 

I hear the nymphs go crying through the brake; 
And roaming mournfully from hill to hill 

The msnads aU are silent for his sake ! 

He loved thy pipe, O wreathed and piping Pan! 
So play'st thou sadly, lone within thine hollow; 
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He was thy bloody if erer mortal man. 

Therefore thoa weepest — even thoa, Apollo! 

But O, the grieraig of the Little Things, 

Above the pipe and lyre, throof^ont the woods! 

The beating of a thousand airy wings. 
The cry of all the fragile mnltitades! 

The moth flits desolate, the tree^toad calls. 
Telling the sorrow of the elf and fay; 

The cridLct, little harper of the waUs, 

Pats np his harp — hath quite forgot to play! 

And risen on these winter paths anew. 

The wilding blossoms make a tender soond; 

The purple weed, the moming^lory blue. 
And all the timid darlings of the ground! 

Here, here the pain is sharpest! For he walked 
As one of these — and they knew naught of fear. 

But told him daily happenings and talked 
Their lovely secrets in his listening ear! 

Yet we do bid them grieve, and tell their grief; 

Else were they thankless, else were aU untrue; 
O wind and stream, O bee and bird and leaf. 

Mourn for your poet, with a long adieu! 

LauinnUe Evening Poii 

Margaret Steele Anderean 



THE BraD AND THE TREE 

Blackbird, blackbird in the cage. 
There's something wrong to-night. 
Far off the sheriff's footfall dies. 
The minutes crawl like last year's flies 
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Between the bars, and like an age 
The hours are long to-nig^t. 

The sky is like a heavy lid 

Out here beyond the door to-night. 

What's that? A mutter down the street. 

What's that? The sound of yells and feet. 

For what yon didn't do or did 

Youll pay the score to-night. 

No use to reek with reddened sweaty 

No use to whimper and to sweat. 

They've got the rope; they've got the g^ons. 

They've got the courage and the g^ons; 

An that's the reason why to-night 

No use to ask them any more. 

They'll fire the answer through the door — 

Yoa're out to die to-ni^t. 

There where the lonely cross-road lies^ 
There is no place to make replies; 
But silence, inch by inch, is there. 
And the right limb for a lynch is there; 
And a lean daw waits for both your eyes. 
Blackbird. 

Perhaps you'll meet again some place. 
Look for the mask upon the face; 
That's the way youll know them there — 
A white mask to hide the face. 
And you can halt and show them there 
The things that they are deaf to now. 
And they can tell you what they meant — 
To wash the blood with blood. But how 
If you are innocent? 

Blackbird singer, blackbird mute. 

They choked the seed you might have found. 

179 



Digitized by 



Google 



Ont of a thorny field yon go — 
For you it may be better so — 
And leave the sowers of the ground 
To eat the harvest of the fruity 
Blackbird* 

Poetry: A Magasine of Ferte 

Ridgely Torrence 



INTERLUDE 

Since yesterday has been no word. 

Nor voice of anything 

To thrill the forest: and no bird 

Has any heart to sing. 

Since yesterday has been no track 

Of Pan nor any power. 

To lure the gypsy summer back. 

And fool a single flower. 

Poeirg: A Magazine of Verse. WiUiam Grifith. 



SPRING SONG 

Softly at dawn a whisper stole 

Down from the Green House on the HiU, 

Enchanting many a ghostly bole 

And wood s<mg with the ancient thrill. 

Gossiping on the countryside. 

Spring and the wandering breeses say 

God has thrown heaven open wide 
And let the thrushes out today. 

Poetry: A Magasine of Feree. William Grifith. 
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CASSANDRA 

I heard one who said: " Verily, 
What word have I for diildren here? 

Your Dollar is your only Word, 
The wrath of It your only fear. 

" Yon bnilt It altars tall enon^^ 

To make yon see; but yon are blind; 

You cannot leave It long enough 
To look before you or behind. 

** When Reason bedkons you to pause. 
You laugh and say that you know best; 

But what it is you know, you keep 
As dark as ingots in a chest. 

" You laugh and answer, ' We are young; 

O leave us now, and let us grow ' — 
Not asking how much more of this 

Will Time endure or Fate bestow. 

" Because a few complacent years 
Have made your peril of your pride. 

Think you that you are to go on 
Forever pampered and untried? 

" What lost eclipse of history. 
What bivouac of marching stars. 

Has given the sign for you to see 
Millenniums and last great wars? 

"What unrecorded overthrow 
Of aU the world has ever known. 

Or ever been, has made itself 
So plain to you, and you alone ? 

" Your Dollar, Dove, and Eagle make 
A trinity that even you 
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Bate higher than yon rate yourselves; 
It pays^ it flatters, and it's new. 

" And though your very flesh and blood 
Be what yonr Eagle eats and drinks, 

Yoa'U praise him for the best of birds. 
Not knowing what the Eaj^e thinks. 

*' The power is yours, bnt not the sight; 

Yon see not upon what yon tread; 
You have the ages for yonr guide. 

But not the wisdom to be led. 

" Think yon to tread forever down 

The merciless old verities? 
And are yon never to have eyes 

To see the world for what it is? 

" Are yon to pay for what yon have 
With all you are? "— No other word 

We caught; but with a laughing crowd 
Moved on. None heeded, and few heard. 

BoMton Tramcript Edwin Arlington Robiman 



SAINTE JEANNE OF FRANCE 
1916 

Sainte Jeanne went harvesting in France, 

But ah! what found she there? 
The little streams were running red. 

And the torn fields were bare; 
And all about the ruined towers 

Where once her king was crowned. 
The hurtling ploughs of war and death 

Had scored the desolate ground. 
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Sainte Jeanne turned to the hearts of men. 

That harvest might not fail; 
Her sword was girt npon her thigh. 

Her dress was silvern mail; 
And aU the war-worn ranks were glad 

To feel her presence shine; 
Her smile was like the mellow sun 

Along that weary line. 

She gave her silence to their lips. 

Her visions to their eyes. 
And the quick glory of her sword 

She lent to their emprise; 
The shadow of her gentle hand 

Touched Belgium's burning cross. 
And set the seal of power and praise 

On agony and loss. 

Sainte Jeanne went harvesting in France, 

And oh! what found she there? 
The brave seed of her scattering 

In fruitage everywhere; 
And where her strong and tender heart 

Was broken in the flame. 
She found the very heart of France 

Had flowered to her name. 

The Nation Marion Couthouy Smith 



TO MY COUNTRY 

One told me he had heard it whispered: " Lo! 
The hour has come when Europe, desperate 
With sudden war and terrible swift hate. 

Bocks like a reed beneath the mighty blow. 
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Therefore shall we, in dik her time of woe. 
Profit and prosper, ainoe her ships of state 
Go down in darkness. Kind, thrice kind is Fate, 

Leaving oor land seenre, €fax grain to grow! ** 

America! They Uaspheme and thej lie 
Who say these are the Toiees of yoor sons! 

In this fool ni^t, when nations sii^ and die. 
No thought is here save for the fallen ones 
Who, nndemeath the min of old dirones. 

Suffer and bleed, and tell the world good-by! 

Evergbodg't MagoMine Charles Hamsan Tawne 
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Bacon, Virginia Cleayer, Revblatiok, The Loe Angelee 

Graphic, December 96, 1914; The Meemato, 7^ 

Loe Angelee Graphic, Mag 8. 
Baker, Karle Wilson, Or Italy, The Colonnade, March; 
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To THE BIabchiko Wobcbk, 8<mth$m Wommi^i Magor 

time, July. 
Baldwin, Faith, Thi Last Dixavd, A. 1914. 
Bangs, John Kcndrick, A Chbiitmas Vmoir, BerUm§f'$ 

MagaBsin$, Dte^mbsr, 1914. 
Barber, Frances, Tbb TauE Cokoou^ Ths Tah B^vUw, 

April. 
Barlow, Jane, A Knbll akd ▲ CHna, B§$d^9 Mirror, 

Jcamimf 98. 
Barnard, Seymoar, Philaxthboptx A Come Opbea, The 

Ma»$€$, Marek. 
Barr, Simon, Iir thb Office,* Tks Indsp^ndeiU. 
Barrett, Wilton Agnew, Betovo the Bouvds, Harp^r^s 

Barrington, Pauline B., The Hakd of God, Th$ Lo» Ang§' 
U9 Orapkie, Jamuary 9; To ▲ Dakceb, TA# Lot AngtU$ 
Orapkic, Jume 96. 

Bartlett, Randolph, Buhjibbs of ▲ Wosld^ Ths Lo$ A%gtU9 
Orttphie, March IS. 

Batchelder, Ann, The AKCiEirT Oke, The Smart Bet, AprU. 

Beach^ Joseph Warren, Gate Talk,* Poetry: A Magaxine 
of Veree, May; Ou> Olobt at Calumet, A Copfbb- 
CofrvTBT Balladi The Maeeee, November 14, 1914; 
Jbkkt's Davcixg,* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, May; 
Rue BoKAFAin, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, May; 
The Massbue, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, May; 
The Ponrr of View,* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
May; The View at Gukdbbsok's,* Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Veree, May. 

Beall, Dorothy Landers, The Phabubb, The Forum, AprU. 

Beard, Theresa Virginia, CHEvncAS Nioht ix Belohth, 
The BeOman, December 19, 1914; Heeitage,* The Bell- 
man. May 15. 

Beandin, Nicolas (trans, by Edward J. O'Brien), Paeoztbt 
Poems: Moderk Paeis,* Exaltatiok nr av Aj^boflane,* 
Beedy'e Mirror, December 18, 1914. 

Beers, Henry A., The Remaixdeb, The Tale Beview, July. 

Belfldd, Jane, At Eshol,* Southern Woman'e Magazine, 
February; Bm the Night Pass, Southern Womainfe 
Magazine, July; Godspeed! ^.1914. 

Ben^ Laura, Faibt Tales,* The Outlook, March 87. 

Bena, William Rose, Dak^ The Century Magazine, Feb- 
ruary; LiORTS Thbouoh the Mm, ^f. 1914; Ok a 
Wnroow DisPLAT,* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
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Augmtt; Thb EiionoirALiR^ Th$ Ma$$0§, July; The 
FumvACB,* Th$ CmUwry Magwelm§, March; Tbi 
Hauxtkd Wooiv— On Womajt SnAKi» Tk^ CmUwry 
MagasBlme, Jtmu a ry; Tbs Mastkloui MuvcHAimr, 
2f. 1913; Thb MTiimoui 0]m» Tft^ OmUwy, Jnly; 
Thb Wout of thb EuvHAjra^* Tft^ Poetry Jomrmal, 
Mojf; WiiH-HoBm,* Tk4 Ctmiwry Magnkm; May. 

Bena, Stq^hen Vincoit, Wnrtso Majt,* Tk§ New Repmb- 
Ue, Amgutt 7. 

Benton, Rita, Oub Daily Bbbad, Poetry: A Magaxime of 
Verse, ApriL j 

Biddle, L. L^ To ▲ Lotbd Oitb, The Boolmtm, JfOy. 

Biflhop, Morris, Bbab Cbbbje, PBKVfTiArAviA, The CoUm^ 
made, December, 1914. 

Blood, Benjamin Pan], BBifiiuic, Seribmefe Magagime, 
March. 

Bodenlieim, Maxwell, A Hbad, The LUtU Review, May; 
Aftbb WBimro Porbt, Othere, A MagaxUMe of the New 
Verse, September; Ax AajunioHBD AjnnBMBvr Pabk, 
The New RepmbUe, August 7; Silbvcb,* The IMUe 
Review, May; SuiniAT nr ▲ Ckirinr Cnr Sububb, 
Others, A Magatime of the New Verse, September; Thb 
OpBBATioir,* The IMUe Redew, May; Thb Rbab- 
PoacHBf or AX ArAxntExr BmLonro,* Others, A Maga- 
tkne of the New Verse, September; Thb VAOABoirD nr 
THB Pakk, Others, A MagaelMS of New Verse, Sep^ 
tember. 

Bontdle, Grace Hodaon, Spbhto at thb Bbitiih MuiBinc, 
The BeUman, AprU 10. 

Bojrton, W. G^ BainsH Half akd Half, 7^ Masses, July. 

Bralej, Berton, To a Photoobaphbb, A. 1914. 

Bretherton, Qnti H., At Point Pnroi,* The Los Angeles 
Graphie, February 90. 

Brewster, Cora Colbert, Moaimro GLOBIBi^ Southern Worn- 
an'e MagatBlne, May. 

Bridges, Robert (Poet Laureate), Thb Philosophbb to Hn 
MiSTBBSB,* Scribner^e MagaxUme, September. 

Briggs, Carej, C. D., Alpha akd Oioeoa, The Colonnade, 
July; MoKOCHBOMB, The Colonnade, December, 1914; 
SiDKBT Lajobb, The Colo n n ad e, September. 

Briton, Eloise^ Thb Two Flames, A. 1914. 

Brody, Alter, I Am Wab,* The Outlook, June 93; Thb 
Ballad of thb Ibok Cboss, The Outlook, June 9. 

BrontS, Chariotte, Emily, Anne, and Brauwell, Pobms,* 
N. T. Times Magazine Section, AprU 18. 
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Brooke, Rupert, Feack,* Poetry: A Magaasim of Vf$€, 
April; Rmotncr,* Poetry: A Magatme of V$r$$, 
October, 1914; Ths Dead,* Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, April; Thb Solubb,* Poetry: A Magaasme of 
Veree, April. 

Brooks, Walter IL, HAmmiH* The Century Magaasme, 
April 

Brown, Abbie Farwell, Ths Faibt Fobt,* The Belknam, 
December 19, 1914. 

Brown, Elmer Ellsworth, Om Mat Day,* The CoUmnade, 
May. 

Brown, Robert Carltoo, A Nics AmcnoKAR Gul, The 
Smart Set, July; A THnro Nbd Not be HiOH-SouirD- 
nro, 7^ Maeeee, June; CoB-Wns, The Ma$$e$, Jwu; 
Dumb, But WmLLrDmnasD, The Maeeee, June; Gni, 
The Smart Set, Auguet; I Am Aijunnr, Othere, A 
Magazine of the Now Veree, Auguet; I Am Huitoet, 
The Maeeee, June; IixiTMiKATioir, The Maeeee, June; 
Thui THnroft I Lovs, The Smart Set, May; Yon 
TuEiriD, The Maeeee, February. 

Browne, Maurice, Niohtpall, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
May. 

Biyson, Lyman, Thb Gabmbnt,* The Poetry Journal, June; 
The Pofpt, The Colonmade, January; The Peophbt, 
A. 1914. 

BOhler, M. E., Mova Loa's Smiu, The Bellman, Janu- 
ary SS. 

Bull, Nina, Mibacle, The Maeeee, October, 1914; The Wae 
Gou, The Maeeee, November 14. 

Burnet, Dana, DEmcAnoK,* Harper'e Magazine, July; Gat- 
HEAET, A SroET OF Deteat,* North Am0rican Review, 
January; Haevest,* Harper^e Magazine, April; Hmr- 
OEB,* Harper'e Magazine, March; Ik a Gaebet,* Svtebs 
or THE Ceoss OF Shame,* The Maeeee, February; Soko 
nr THE DuBK, Harper^e Magazine, February; Theee 
SwoBot, Harper^e Magazine, November, 1914. 

Burr, Amelia Josephine, Across,* The Century Magazine, 
June; A Ltkmouth Wmow, A. 1914; A Poutt or 
HoKOS,* The Century Magazine, May; A Spsnro Stm- 
PHomr,* The Bellmam, May 1; Hesb or Geace,* 
Harper^e Magazine, July; Ik the Romak Fosum, A. 
1914; Maodalbk to Cheist,* Seribner'e Magazine, Jamw 
ary; Pesugia, A. 1913; Slates,* Harpet^e Magazine, 
April; The Akobl with the Swobs,* Tho Outlook, 
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Jammaiy 97; The Fust, The Cenimry Magazlms, De- 
cember, 1914» A. 1914; Ultmbb ur iTHACik,* The BeU- 
man, July 17; Vita Nuota,* The Belhtum, Jwne 19; 
Wa8R,« The Smart Set, October, 1914. 

Burt, Jean Brooke, Thb THnros Diviks, The Outlook, 
Auguet 9S. 

Burt, Maxwell Stmthers, Kiobt, Scribner'e Magaxime, 
August. 

Burton, Richard, DnoLAnn Gaubvi,* The BeUmau, Jume 
6; Fats,* The Bellman, August 14; Heme Lns Pm- 
lOTT, A. 191S; Human, A. 191S; Thb Mxmaob,* The 
Bellman, Jume 96; The Kiw Roxakcsi,* The SmaH 
Set, February, 

Bunell, Francis, Thi FnHia Lad^ Poetry: A MagaOne of 
Verse, February. 

Bynner, Witter, A Dnnrxa Table, The Neit Bepubtte, Au- 
gust 7; A Gbbat Man, The Smart Set, April; A Sovo 
IN THB GmAflB, The Smart Set, March; A Lavb nr 
GBByflTOKB,* The Smart Set, January; AKinnrciATiov, 
Sovo OF THB VoicBi OF THB Ukbokk,* T%# Smart Set, 
April; Hbabt^s ComsNT, The BeUmau, March 90; Hb 
Plbaos WITH THB Gbvtbt TO Pbbhit, The Masses, 
April; I Hbabo Hbb Sivo, The Bellman, August 91; 
Lb9t I Lbabk, a, 191S; Oir thb Sibbbt,* The Forum, 
March; Ovb Day I Rons Pbgabus,* The Forum, Janu- 
ary; PAtBAOBS FBOM A PoBM: Thb Kbw Woeud^* Poetry : 
A Magazine of Verse, April; Patbiotb,* The Bellman, 
May 8; Peateb nr Time of CiviLiEATioy,* The BelUnan, 
Jun4 19; Scabbov's Epitaph,* Th^ LitUe Retins, Juno- 
July; SHABXflPBABB, The BeUman, October 17, 1914; 
SuBBTT, A, 1914; The CABOtvAL's Gabobv, VnxA Air 
BAXi,* The Forum, October, 1914; The RAiXAirT Wobd, 
The Smart Set, July; The Shbopshibe Lad, The Book- 
man, April; To a Phcbbb-Bibd^ A. 1914; THaiv-Mates, 
A. 1913; Youiro Bdbx, A. 1914; Vnxoy'a Epitaph,* 
The LUtle Betfiew, June^uly; Wab, A. 1914. 

CabeU, James Branch, Poet Awos,* Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, August, 

Campbell, Alice Ormond, MomBir Munc, Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Verse, January. 

CaoD^bell, Laura, A Fbaomekt, The Forum, August; Pii/> 
OBIMAOE, A, 1914. 

Can4>bell, Nancy, The Applb-Tbeb, Poetry: A Magazine of 
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V0r90, AMffutt; The Moitkbt, Poetry: A Magmsh^ of 
V0r90, Auguit, 

CaoneUy SUpwith, A Ridoli, Poetry: A Magazime of Vene, 
Jmm§; Iv thb Four^ The LitiU BotUw, April; Thb 
CoMnro OF Kioht, Otken, A Magazime of New Veree, 
Auguit; Thb Ciowy, tbs Plats, akd thx Bowl, Po- 
etry: A Magaeine of Verse, Jmne; The Dajtcsi, TA# 
Little BevUw, April; Thk Flood Tidb, The Little Re- 
9i0w, April; Thb Tbxflb of Huxub, Poetry: A Maga- 
zime of Vene, Jmme; To BxoLAinib Othere, A Magazine 
of the New Veree, Anguet. 

Cannan, Bliss, A Ltbic,* The Smart Set, September; A 
MomvTAnr Gatbwat, A, 191S; Lobd of thb Mobxikg, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Jmne; Noov, Poetry: A 
Uagaaoime of Veree, Jwz/e; Off Moxomot,* ScriJbnier^e 
Magaxime, Jume; Ovbe thb Wisttbt Thbbshold, A. 
1913; Phi Bbta Kapfa Poem, Haevabd, 1914, A, 1914; 
Thb Dbsbbtbd Pastubb, A, 1914. 

Cardacd, Giosu^ (tnms. by Anne Simon), Coxobdo,* Poet 
Lore, New Tear's Nwmber. 1915. 

Carry, Mabel D., A Sranro Soiro^ Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, May. 

Carson, Norma Bright, Soxvbt, The Colonnade, Jannary. 

Carter, Louise Adde, Oxi LnxBir^ Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Auguet, 

Catber, Willa Sibert, A Ljkbvbsb, Pobtkait of ajt Uv- 
Kjrowir, Cafitol, Roxb, A. 1913; Stbbbt nr Packhto- 
tov,* The Cenlwry Magazine, May. 

Cawein, Madison, A Chbibtmas Catch, Southern Woman's 
Magazine, December, 1914; A Ghost of Ybstbbdat,* 
The BeUman, Deeomber 96, 1914; Aiif?BBsrrT, NoHh 
American Review, February; At thb Day's Close, The 
Bookman, April; At the Ekd of the Road, A. 1914; 
HAFFUfESS, North American Review, February; Iir a 
l^ujsr. North American Review, February; Lote, North 
American Review, Februasy; Our the Road^* The BeU- 
mum, Febmary 97; The Elfiw Gabobn, Poet Lore, 
Wimter Number, 1914; The Gabsbx of Heabtb, South- 
om Womau^s Magazine, September, 1914; The New 
AST, The BeUman, November 98, 1914; The Old 
Dbeak,* The BeUman, November 14, 1914; The 
Sfeckied Tboitt, a. 1913; The Teoubadoubs, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, January; What the Flowebs 
Saw, The Smart Set, MarcK 
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CcfaOotti, Fdfce (traM. bf Aame Smm), 

(Wwua I Kirov). PM Ltn, jr#v FmK# 
IfU. 

4>5f ^.— Pttia or TBB Orfn. Wja, JT. F. 

CbejB^ WHMhrtii GOmob, A Pan «d Hs Pttnow J^ ijti f : 

^ Mm§m§tm§ «/ F#fM, S ^ pi m^bwr , 
Clark, Badger, SooanrvBur Jvn,* n# Cf i arj i , /«m; 

CUrk* Oiaitei Badfer, Jr^ Tri Mwtiwk Majt, Tha Bail- 
flMM., Jcmmmj 2. 

Clark, Evaiia, Aprai, 7%# Csmiw rf M m f m§ k m §, AwfmtL 

Clarke, Hefea Archibald, BALAimini*a Eihiiimi, A Dba- 
MATic Vnaov or ** BALaonanr'a A B f aa T tia a,* axb 
** ABSTOTHAn'a AvouMfT," Poal Xora, ifav FaarTt ITmi*- 
6#r, 1916. 

Ckghom, Sarah K., Abcasia Mavob, J g p irf 6tdy# Jtfafa- 
2te#, D04mmb0r, 1914; Thi Chiubv Hatb Gon,* 
Bv€rybodf$ M€t pmti n$, Oeiob^r, 1914; Tte IircBvnrs, 
TiU UaM909, AprU. 

doDd, Virgliiia Woodward, Bum Burmvun, 7%# g aiar l 
iS«e, May. 

Coatet, Florence Earle, Air Adbu, ^. 191S; Asr axb Wab,* 
Tft^ BaUmaii^ /aiHMif3f 9; Ijt WAa-Tno, Tha BjWaiaa, 
Ptbtwarjf 99; jBimL-WasD, ^. 1914; Sbx Wnx Nor 
Hbab,* Tk$ Omilook, Ma/if 5; Thk Bbatb,* Harp§f^9 
Magazime, AprU; Thk Nstr, BerUm^r^s Magagfrns, Jmrn^ 
ary; Time,* North Americam B^vimt, Jim§, 

Cohen, Solomon SoUs, Lovi Cmumd Mb Awat, 8eribn0r'$ 
Magazine, Jims. 

Colahan, Ellwood, The Watoitall, Pastry: A Magaxims of 
Vsrse, August, 

Colom, Padrfac, PoLoinui avd thb Baxxad SanaaMt* Po- 
stry: A Magazius of Vsrss, July; Thi BaooAa-WoMAsr 
Suroi,* Ths 8maH 8st, May; Thb Watfabbb,* Postry: 
A Magazius of Vsrss, AprU. 

Coll, Aloyiius, Thb Bibthbtoht^ Ths Smart 8st, Pshruary. 

Conldlng, Grace Haiard, Liitlb Fuucbb cir SmriET, Ths 
Smart 8st, Dscsmbsr, 1914; Rhbihi Cathbobal, 1914,* 
Ths Csntury Magazius, Novsmbsr, 1914; Thb Babbebbt- 
Bush,* Ths Csntury Magazins, Bsptsmbsr. 

Connolly, James B., A GumcsvRB HBuoMAv'a Sovoi 
Seribnsr^s Magazins, Octobsr, 1914. 
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CodhoUj, Susan Cornelia, To Om, 8<>utk$m Womaa^M Magot- 
mm§, ApHL 

Code* Ralph, Car of tbx MoTHsas, The Lo» Angels$ 
Graphic, Jammary 9; El Caxislo Real (Thx Kuro'a 
Hiohwat), Th9 Lo» Angeles Oraphio, November 91, 
1914; Rimiro at Night, The Loe Angelee Oraphie, 
November 14, 1914. 

Cooky, Julia, A PaATia, Harper'e Magagime, October, 1914. 

CocAe^ Marjorle Benton, Thb CABAair, Th§ Smart Set, 
J a m m arg. 

Courtney, Howard, Thb Nobth Wivdi Southern Woman^e 
Magazine, March, 

Cram, Mildred Hanson, The Cowabo, The Smart Set, 
August, 

Cranston, Claudia, FoaooTBv, The Smart Set, June. 

Crapsey, Adelaide^ Thb Witch, The Century Magazine, De- 
cember, 1914. 

Crew, Helen Coale, *' Foansiiiu Sxnsn Bbloab," * Th» Out- 
look, Januarg 97; **0 LadI O LadI"* The Century 
Magazine, Mag; Snro, Yb Tbbvchbs!* The Outlook, 
Mag 19. 

Crowder, Calvin Stoddard, Thb Aairosnc, The Smart Set, 
December, 1914. 

Crowell, Merle W., Sbalbd Soko, Southern Woman's Maga- 
zine, June, 

Cutler, Julian S., Thb Old Cuppbb Datb,* Boston Tran- 
script, March 6. 

D. H., MooKEisB,* Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, March; 
Sba lEii,* The Little Review, Mag; Siouc,* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, March; Thb Gabobit,* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, March; Thb Wikd Slebpbbi,* Po- 
etry: A Magazine of Verse, March, 

Daley, Edith, Coir Soannra (With Mutbd Stbivos), The 
Los Angeles Graphic, May 99; Iir ajt Obakob Gbovb, 
The Los Angeles Graphic, March 90. 

Daniel, Mary Samuel, Thb Gubst, Harper's Magazine, Sep- 
tember; Thb Opbx Doob, Harper's Magazine, July, 

Dargan, E. Preston, Ebbct, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
April; Fob a Mav of Mabs, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, April; Hbabtilt Kkow, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, April, 

Dargan, Olive TUford, Old Faibivgdowv, A. 1914; Path- 
Flowbb, a. 1914; Bbtokd thb Wab,* Scribner's Maga- 
zine, January. 
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DftrioiTy Gertrude^ RxFucnoira^ Tk^ Lo9 Amff4U§ Chrapkie, 

October SI, 1914; Worn, Th§ Lp§ A%g4U9 Graphie, 

Jammarf 9. 
Daafaiell, Margaxet, A Sampibi»* Bomik^fm WtmatfB Ma^ 

xim0, April. 
lyKxiApxy^ Pierre, Air Odb to Muvicb, TA# Smart 80t, 

D0CHiU>€r, 1914. 
DaTies, Maiy Carolyii, Cuhom, TJU Ma$—$, October, 1914; 

FnnjOHTy i9o«<A«fm TFotnow't Mapatim^, Jammmj; 

Gmmro, i9o«<A«fm Wowum^» Mapwofms, July; Lovi- 

Sovoi, Tfc# CmOmrjf Magmm$, March; Nbcuirt, Tk^ 

Ma$94$, I>#e#m6«r, 1914; Q. E. D^ Tk9 MasiM, April; 

RsMnnKXiran, Th^ Ma$94$, P^brwary; Sovot or ▲ 

Gna, 0tk9r$, A Magasoins of the New Van; Juhf. 
DatIs, Robert H., Urov &Boro GnAUone Faikab Thbouok 

Mt Eai, The Smart Set Magaaeme, July. 
Dawsod, BCitchdl, CAmvA, The LUUe Review, May; 

HikBPT, The LUtle Review, May; Saxiia Maua dki. 

CAKMnrx, The lAUle Reriaw, May; Teemaooic, The 

LUtle Review, May; Uiran thb Ctpums,* The LUtle 

Review, May, 
Day, Sara, Ths AxovnEiarT, Southern Womaafe Magastkae, 

May. 
de Ford, Miriam AUen, Thk Muno-MAKn's Chiij^* Po- 

etry: A Magazine of Verae, Jammary. 
de Gourmoot, Remy, EpioftAMXu: Ji N^Ann Plui, Poetry: 

A MagmHue of Veree, January; La Vaiqux, Poetry: 

A Magaxkae of Veree, May. 
de la Selya, Sdomon, A Taub fvom Fawht.atcp,* The 

Forum, July. 
de Marthold, Jules (trans, bj Barbara Henderson), 

Feakci'b Htxit op Hatb, N. 7. Timee Magaxime See- 

tiothJuly 4. 
de Nerval, Gerard (trans, by Frands Taylor), Dslpica, 

Poet Lore, New Teaf^e Number, 1915. 
de Kery, Amdie, Baixadb dis Ouvms, T*he Colonnade. 

July; La Chajtsov dis Aiounxii, The Colonnade, July; 

Rxncs, The Colonnade, July. 
Ddl, Floyd, Atouwia, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, May. 
DeMoville, Maiy Felix, Thx AiriruxciATioir, Southern Worn" 

oaf 9 Magazine, March. 
Dillon, Kathleen, Two Pobmb worn Daxcivo, Othere, A Mag<k~ 

zine of the New Veree, October. 
Dix, Beulah Marie^ A Lbcskd of Sahtt Nicholas,* Poet 

Lore, Autumn Number, 1914. 
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Doddy Lee Wilson, Ojtlt Not to n too Eablt Old,* PO' 
•try: A Magazine of Ver$e, January; Thb Coiceadb, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Vene, January; Thb Tbmplb, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, January. 

Dodge, Arlita, Thb Cababbt Daxcbbb,* The Bookwum, 
August, 

Dodge, Louis, Thb Cathedbau,* Reedy' $ Mirror, Jume 95; 
The Flags, Beedy'e Mirror, May 7. 

Dole, Nathan Haskell, MnuoB,* North American Review, 
August; SBA-MoKiTBBS, North American Revie%D, Au- 
gust; Seals,* North American Review, August; Thb 
Mbteqb, North American Retfiew, August; Thb 
SuMMEB Sea, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 

Doughty, Leonard, Mowv Fields,* The Smart Set, October, 
1914. 

Downing, Elanor, Oir the Feast of the AssuMPnoy, The 
Catholic World, August. 

Draper, John W., Abla. Itauaita, The Colonnade, March; 
Daxse Languobeitse, The Colonnade, September; 
Blbgt, The Colonnade, November, 1914; Fob Youko 
Amebica, The Colonnade, December, 1914; To a Ceb- 
TAiK Wab Poet, The Colonnade, January, 

DriscoU, Louise, A Village Chubch, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, May; The Lilacs, Poetry: A Magazine o-f 
Verse, May; Thb Loteb, The Smart Set, December, 
1914. 

Dudley, Caroline, The White Wisdom, The Poetry Jour- 
nal, July, 

Dudley, Dorothy, La Rue db la Moktatxe Saikie- 
ChcirByiBBB, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jwne, 

Duer, Douglas, The Mebchakt, The Century Magazine, 
October, 1914. 

Duhamel, Georges (trans, by Sasha Best), The Pbisov ik 
Spbikg, Poet Lore, Autumn Number, 1914. 

B., A. C To Tom Dalt, Apxbb REAmvo a Book of His 

Vbbse, The Los Angeles Graphic, July SI. 
Earle, Ferdinand Pinney, A Wobd fob Leo Fbakk, Reedy's 

Mirror, December 95, 1914. 
Eastman, Max, IxrocATioy,* The Masses, April; The Net, 

The New Republic; August 7; To a Mao Dog, Th0 

Masses, June, 
Edson, C. L., Summbb Chobes,* Puck, 

197 



Digitized by 



Google 



Eliot, T. S^ The Poitkait op ▲ Ladt, Oth§r9, A Magaeins 

of iks N01O V0r$0, 80pUmb0r; The Love Sovo of J. 

Alrbd PfturmocK, Poetry: A Mapazhts of Vono, June. 
EUerbe, Cecdia, Madovita's Vmov, The Colonnade, March. 
Endicoff, Maz» BzcAVAnoir* The New RepuMie, Mojf 15; 

The Crt, Poetry : A M ayag f rns of Veree, Anguet. 
Brskin^ John, Aih Wedwudat, Avtbb Hbabiho a LBcruiE 

ov THE Oiionra OF Rbuoiov, A. 1914. 

Fabre» Henri (trans, by Eliiabeth !9iq>lqr Sergeant), 
PEO?E2r9Ai. Vbik,* The New Refmbtie, January 93. 

Ferris, Walter, New Lote ur a Sibebt Cab,* The Forum, 
June. 

Fidce, Artiiur Davison, Butbeflt,* The Ceniury Magazine, 
August; I Am Weaet of Bbiko Bitteb, Poetry: A 
Magazime of Veree, March; Immobkais nr Exile,* 
Scribner'i Magazine, March; Like Him Whose Sraui^* 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Mairch; MEEmro, Po^ 
etry: A Magazine of Veree, March; Pobtbait of a 
Judge, Scribner'e Magazine, July; Rufbbt Bbooke, A 
BfBMOBT,* The Little Review, Jume^uly; Skowtime, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, March; Soititet, XXIX, 
A. 1914; SoirxET, XXX, A. 1914; Soititet, XXXVII, 
A. 1914; The Bibdcaoe, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
March; To Rufbbt Bbooke, Died Befobe the Dabda- 
kellbs, Avbil, 1915,* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
June. 

Field, Ben, Caufobitia, The Loe Angelee Graphic, Novem- 
ber 91, 1914. 

Finch, Ludne, Two ov the Battlefield,* The Outlook, 
Jniy SI; Wheit Life CokEs Knockiko at Thy Doob, 
Harper's Magazine, July. 

Finley, John, A Bibthkioht Gaitdle,* The Century Maga- 
zme, December, 1914; A Feast of Tabebkacles,* Serib- 
ner'e Magazine, December, 1914; <* Telefititkeit,'* * 
SoKNET, Scribner'e Magazine, March. 

Fisher, Mahlon Leonard, AnxBWABDS, A. 1914; At a 
Child's Gbate,* The Bellman, January SO; DEUBnrac,* 
The Forum, January; If Oke Should Come,* The 
Midland, June; Notembeb, A. 191S; Rbaueatiok,* The 
Forum, March; The Aitcisitt Sacbificb, A. 1914; This 
Day IK Sfbiko,* The Bellman, December 5, 1914. 

Fletcher, John Gould, Iittocatiov,* Othere, A Magazine of 
New Veree, September; New Yobk, To R. D., Poetry: 
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A Majfoxine of Ver9e, July; Thb Cuppki Ships,* Th^ 
N0W Republic, Jwm; The Old South, To H. D., 
Poetry: A Magaxims of V9T94, July; Thb Poet, The 
Poetry Journal, July; Wae Sovo,* Other9, A MayaziM 
of the New Verse, September; Womik's Sovo at the 
Time of the GiEEK-CoEir Dakce,* Others, A Maga- 
zine of the New Vsne, September. 

Flexner, Hortense^ A Gibl ik the Ciowi)^ The Smart Set, 
Auguet; The Wuhm of Spbiito, The Mae$0$, May. 

Florancf^ Richard, Ekvt, The Smart Set, June; Death, The 
Smart Set, May; TwEirrr-ONE, The Smart Set, Au- 
guet. 

Folgore, Luciana (trans, by Anne Simon), The Sub- 
MABUTE, The Little Review, June-July. 

Foster, Bernard Freeman, The Road to Tabtabt, Harper^9 
Magazine, June. 

Fox, Moireen, Liadaik to Cubithib,* Poetry: A Magazine 
of Vene, March. 

Foe, Paul Henrey, A Captaik of Roxakce, The Colonnade, 
June; A Ballad of Buccakeebs, The Bellman, Jan- 
uary 16; The Potbitct of Pbateb, The Sm/art Set, 
July. 

Fowler, Carlton C^ Ik a Caf^, The Smart Set, December, 
1914. 

Francis, William Lamb, Chakob, The Colonnade, December, 
1914; Sattb Choib, The Colonnade, January. 

Frank, Florence Kiper, A Gibl Stbikb Leadeb, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Vene, October, 1914; Citt of Huge 
BmLDiKOB, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, October, 

1914. Ov THE Jail Steps, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, October, 1914; The ''L" Bxpbess, The Maeeee, 
June; Thbee Sonketb,* Poet Lore, Summer Number, 

1915. To J. L., Poetry: A Magazine of Vene, October, 
1914; Whebe Sympathy Pays, The Maeeee, May. 

French, Ellen Angus, Thbbb was a Mook,* Everybody'e, 

October, 1914. 
Friedman, Edward, FvLFiLMEirT, The Colonnade, May. 
Frost, Robert, Baches,* The Atlantic Monthly, Auguet; 

The Death of the Hibed Mak,* The New Republic, 

February 6; The Road Kot Taxek,* The Atlantic 

Monthly, Auguet. 

Galsworthy, John, Desbbt Sovo,* Seribner'e Magazine, Oc- 
tober, 1914. 
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Gfticscfad^ S. J^ Edward F^ Suv-mawm with Tou,* Tks 
CaOuUie World, July. 

Gairin, Margaret KooC, What Wovld I CABar? Somtk^rm 
Wotrntn^s Uag mm ; De^tmb^r, 1914. 

Garrison, Theodosla, Thx Bbokkv Luts, TJk# Bw^art &€%, 
Juhf; The PuaiTAjr,* Tk# Swuut 8*i, Jwms; Thx 
Tnrxxa'i Sovo, 8<mik0rm Wowtaw^s MagaoMU, Match; 
Whkit Hnanr Combs Back,* Pmek, July 17. 

Gates, EUen M. IL, ** I Shall Not Car Rsruav," Harper^s 
Magaxm$, July; How Sravob It Sbbmi, Harp0r^$ 
Mayazims, Auguit, 

Gfeller, C, Ytilu, TIu Colounads, Jamuary, 

GibsoD, Lydia, Abtsmib,* 7A# Magtes, Match; Esoms,* 
Th0 Mas90s, March; Ijo&r TaaASuai, A, 1914; Car 
Dawit,* Th0 Ma99^, Jump. 

GflMon, Wflfred Wilson, Back*; Hnx-Boav; Hit; Iir 
Thx Ahbulaxcb,* Poetry: A Magaxims of F#r»#« 
August; Iir the OacHEsnu,* Poetry: A Mayazme of 
V0r$0, AprU; NnHTMAaa,* Poetry: A Magazme of 
Vene, August; Thx Blast-Fuxxace,* North American 
Review, March; Thx Gouro,* Thx Fxax,* Poetry: A 
Magazme of Veree, August; The Icb-Caxt,* The Cen- 
tury Magarme, August; The Hous e witx,* Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, August. 

GiiTord, Fannie Steams IHtIs, Ik an Old LoDonro-Houix,* 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, March; Thx New 
House, Harper's Magazine, January; To-night, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, March; Wnm, A. 1913. 

Gilbert, Morris, A Glote, The Colonnade, January. 

Giltinan, Caroline, Ovex Night, A Rose,* The Coukttabd 
PioEOKS,* Boston Transcript. 

Giorannitte, Arturo^ La Cistxxxa,* The Colonnade, March, 

Glaenser, Richard Butler, Measuxe foe Measuxx, The 
Forum, October, 1914; Suxx, It's Fun I* Boston Tran- 
script, March 2^; The Maid of the Wood, The Smart 
Set, December, 1914; The New Bbatitudb,* The Book- 
man, October, 1914; To Edgax Lee Mastbxs,* Reedy's 
Mirror, June 18; To Saxah Beenhaxdt, The Book- 
man, May. 

Glover, Charles W., Jbakketib and Jeannot, Reedy's 
Mirror, June 4. 

Going, Charles Buxton, The Rxsukxection of Peace,* 2^. F. 
Times Magazine Section, April 4. 
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Goldring, Douglas, Homs, Th4 Smart Set, July; VoTAaii» 
Pottty: A Magaxins of Verse, May, 

GoodmaDy William McDqnald, A Doubtivo Brothsb, 
Southern Womam^e Magazine, August, 

Grant, Robert, Thb Supbbmak, The Nation, October 9ld^\9\^, 

Gregg, Frances, Pagiakt, To H. D.,* Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, January, 

Greif, Martin, EyBxiKO, The Smart Set, April 

Griffith, William, Autumk Soiro,* Cakticlb,* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, June; Cm Pastoeals,* T*# Inter- 
national, June; Hadlitbubo, Iittbbludb,* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Jwm; Litakt of KATioiri, A» 
1914; RxauiESCAT,* Sbbbvadb,* Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, June, 

Griffin, Bartholomew F^ If I A, 1914; Thb Othbb Abkt, 
A. 1914. 

Grimes, Katherine Atlierton, Bm Thbm Bb Still, Southern 
Woman's Magazine, May; In thb Midbt of Life, South- 
em Woman's Magazine, November, 1914; Thb Gbbat- 
bst Gift, Southern Woman^s Magazine, March, 

Goiterman, Arthur, Hnxs,* Scribnef^s Magazine, July; Iv 
thb Hosfitai, a, 1913. 

Hagedom, Hermann, Eablt Moajmro at Baboib,* Poetry: 
A Magazin0 of Verse, July; Fathbelaxd^* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, September; I Wokobb, The Out- 
look, March 17; Law, The Smart Set, October, 1914; 
Thb Ghost, A. 1913; Thb Ptbbsi A Wab Pobm,* The 
Outlook, November 4^ 1914; Thb Rbfuobbs,* The Out- 
look, October 91, 1914; Thb Rbtdbit of thb Housb- 
HOLDBB,* The Outlook, December 16, 1914. 

Haight, Elisabeth Haselton, At Ravbllo, Poet Lore, N&io 
Year's Number, March, 1915. 

Hallet, Ethel, Rbobet, The Poetry Journal, May. 

Hammond, John Martin, Fbom thb Eigutbbmtu Cbktuet, 
The Smart Set, July, 

Hankins, Maude McGehee, Daddt Gaxdbb Rhtmbs, Dov't 
FoBOBT, MncKiB Matchbt, Thb Jmnrr Max, Thb 
Littlb Mouse nr the Teaf, Southern Woman's Mago" 
zine, August, 

Hanlon, John, Two Songs, The Smart Set, July, 

Hanson, Joseph Miller, Pakajca,* Seribner's Magazine, 
March, 
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Harding; Rittli Gnthrfe^ Fbok ▲ CUm-Wnniowy* TA# BwMrt 
8€t, May; GtoisaQui, A. 1914; Iir ▲ FoBoomv Buet- 
nro-GiouiTDr A. 1913; Sovo, A, 1914; Soyo»* BoiUm 
Tramscriftt, 8€ptsmb0r 85. 

Hardy, TlioinaSy A HmraucD Ykabi SnrcB» North Aw^^rieam 
B09i0w, P§bruary, 

Harmaiiy Henry K, A Soko> Scuthsm Woman* 9 Magazine, 
DeeHmber, 1914. 

Hartpcnce^ Alaoson* DsFiAircai,* New York Tehgraph; 
Rsvsiraa, Otken, A Magazine of the New Veree, An- 
gnet. 

Harrison, Jake H., Apul ik the South, Bonthem Womaw^e 
Magazine, April, 

Hanptmann, Gerfaardt (trans, by Bernard Raymund), Ai 
Ajr JEouAv Habf, Poet Lore, Bwmmer Nnmber, 1915. 

Hawtbome, Hildegarde, Havxtsd, Harpet^e Magazine, July, 

Hayden, Kathrin P., A Room, BouUiem Woman^e Magik- 
zme, Beptember, 1914. 

Hayne, William H., Ideals, Seribner^e Magaxkne, Angnet; 
The Kixos, The Century Magazine, November, 1914. 

Healey, Robert, The Debeuctb, Harper^e Magazine, Febru- 
ary, 

Hecfat, Benjamin, Rokaxce, The Smart Bet, June.' 

Henderson, Alice Oilyer, A Mouktaix of Fns, The 
Little Revieuf, Auguet; BaEAKiifo Dowir Beautipul 
Chueches, How Thet Bueked Houses Dowk, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, July; Kathleex, Aftee SEEnra 
Kathleen m Houlihait, Miss Uxoeeiche's Jafaitese 
Plat,* Tha Little Review, Auguet; Ribbons in the 
Sux, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, July; The Skow 
Flaxes, The Little Review, Auguet; Wab, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, July. 

Herford, Oliver, Bfilooue, Sfokeit by Miss Robe Coohlait 
AT THE CuMnro OF Wallacx's Theateb, ik New Yoek, 
oir Mat 1, 1915^* Boeton Traneeript, May 1; Loutaik, 
A. 1914; The Whip-fooe-Will, The Century Maga- 
zine, MareK 

Hervey, John L., A Chutese Ioeoobaph, The Colonnade, 
Auguet; Bx-Voto, To John Mtebs CTHaba, With 

HOMAOE FOB ''SaFFHO" AND ** PaOAN SoNNETB,** 

Beedy'e Mirror, Auguet 13. 
Hewitt, Bthel, Heabt's Tide, A. 19ia 
Hewlett, Maurice, The Empeeob of Alxain, The Book- 

num, December, 1914. 
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Hcyse, Paul (trans, by Bernard Raymund), Ok ths Death 
or A Chilo^ Poet Lore, Sprimg Nwnber, 1915. 

Hickeyy Emily, Ths Spibit Iitdbbd Is Wnuiro, but tbb 
FuESK Ib Wbajc, Maex xf^ Sa, Th4 CaihoUe World, 
AprU. 

Hill, Francis, Rich Max, Poob Max, A. 1913. 

Hill, Frank Ernest, At thb Foot o' Mabkxt, The Forwm, 
Mojf; Bt Gbacs of Battue, The Forwm, AprU, 

Hindman, Julia Maxey, Flowkbs, Southern Woma%*e Maga- 
zine, June, 

HoUcy, Horace^ Cbbatevb, Poetry: A MagmUne of Veree, 
May; HiaraA, Othere, A Magaefne of the New Veree, 
July; LovsBS, Poetry: A MayoKlne of Veree, May; 
Rxxaisbakcb, The Smart Set, February; Thb Imor, 
Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, July; Thb Sol- 
Dnast Ax Impbbsbiox of Battle, The Forum, January; 
TwnioHT AT Vbbsaillbs,* Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, May; You,* Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, July, 

Hopkins, CSertrude Cornwall, Death Masks, The Maeeee, 
November, 1914; The Whux-Bloomed Boughs, The 
Smart Set, May, 

Hmdcer, Brian, The Majeeb of Imaobs,* The Tale Review, 
April, 

Hoose, Nathan Caleb, A Moth, The Poetry Journal, July, 

How, Louis, Rachel Comfobted^* Harper^e Magazine, 
February, 

Home, Herbert Crombie^ As vbom a Belibt, The Bellman, 
Auguet 7. 

Howells, Mfldred, God's Wnx, A, 1913; If This Be All, 
North American Review, Auguet; ** Oh, Tell Mb How 
Mr Gabdbx Gbows,* Harper^e Magazine, Auguet, 

Howland, Charles P., The Mouxtaixs of Desiixt, The 
New RepubUe, AprU 3. 

Hqyt, Helen, Acnox Poem,* Axxvxciatiox, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, Auguet; Comfaboox,* Litixg, 
Mexaia, Retubx, The Maeeee, September; ** Roomixo,'* 
The LUtle Review, Auguet; The NBWBcmx, The Sbxse 
OF Death, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Auguet; 
Time to Loye ox Feeuxo Its Apfboach,* Weatheb, 
The Maeeee, September; Wobds Out of Waxixg, The 
LUtle Review, May, 

Hqyt, Henry Martyn, The Fishbbs,* The Century Maga- 
tin0, June, 
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Hnckfleld, L^Und, HAmnsD RxAmro, Thi Muk nr 

Chubch, Po0trjf: A UagatM^ of Vet—, Juhf, 
Huger, R. D^ Ths Ruvr or Uinjao PowKifl, Po^t Lor§, 

Spring Nmmb4r, 1916. 
Hugbam, Jessie Wallace, The Raoiira' ExAioxAXioy, A, 

1914. 
'■Huinilis'' (trans, by Edward J. O'Brien), Boor avd 

S0UI9* Po0i Lore, WkUmr Nmmber, 1914; IvrocATioir,* 

Po4t Lore, Am t mm m Nwmber, 1914; Lots or Lots,* Poet 

Lore, PasoBfinrxD Couplis,* Tbe Haitiis,* Poet Lore, 

WkUer Nmmber, 1914. 
Hunt, Violet, A Call nr Hxll, Poetry: A Maganme of 

Veree, Pebrueuy, 
Hunter, Frederic, Daus Bivmnm it Natuea, Poet Lore, 

Am tmmm Nwnber, 1914. 
Huntington, Francis V., Dasaar Ivtocatiov, The Century 

Magaxime, February; Thk Tehhis PLATsas,* The Cew 

tmry Ma^wofme, May. 
Hntcfaison, Percy Adams, The SwoaDLXss CHaisr, A. 1913. 

Isaacson, F., Fbom thx Bookshot Dooa, The Loe Angelee 

Oraphie, December 96, 1914. 
Ives, Harriet, Lbgbkd of ths Hollt Tass, Somihem 

WomtM/^e Uagaxime, December, 1914. 
lYerson, Sade, Who Wavts Blus Silk Roiss? The Little 

Review, May» 

Jenny, Florence C Ovs Wat, The Colonnade, July, 

Johns, Orrick, Ouyss, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, July; Sistbbs op ths Ross, Ths Battlb of Msir 
AiTD Goo, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, February; Ths 
Dauohtss, The Smart Set, December, 1914; Ths 
Haunt, Poetry: A MagazHne of Veree, February; Ths 
Last Post,* The Smart Set, April; Ths Moon's Bs- 
tsatal,* The Smart Set, February; Ths Wmrs Bams, 
The Smart Set, May. 

Johnson, Barges, Ths Rmsas, Everybody'e Magazine, De- 
cember, 1914; Ths Ssavics,* Harper'e Magazine, Febru- 
ary. 

Johnson, James W., Ths Whitb Wftch,* The Crieie. 

Johnson, Robert Underwood, Gobthals of Panama,* New 
York Tribune, May 9; Ths Hauntino Face,* New 
York Evening Poet; The Coaamoas of Conobess,* 
North American Review, May. 
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Johnson* Rossiter, A VmmAjr bt the Watbidb,* The 

Colotmade, Mojf, 
Johnson, William Samuel, Psateb foe Psacs/ Ths Forwm, 

December, 1914. 
Joyce, W. H., Ths Wae Sraur, The Loe Angelee Oraphic, 

Jamuary 16. 
Jonldn, Charles Inrin, Maximum akd Miximvm, The Smart 

Set, October, 1914. 

K., H., Thi Dubmbodibd, Smart Set, April 

Kauifman, Reginald Wright, PioMiriuni, The Maeeee, 

February, 
Kemp, Harry, Skt Battle, The Smart Set,- October, 1914; 

TkATSL, The Maeeee, April. 
Kennedy, Sara Beaumont, Feaombxts, Southerm Womaiti'e 

MagaziMe, March. 
Ketchum, Arthur, A Soko Bbfoeb Twiught, Poet Lore, 

WkUer Number, 1914; Houdat, The Smart Set, Jan- 
uary, 
Keeler, CSiarles, Gaxoa Dkvj^ The Coknmade, Auguet. 
Kilmer, Joyce, Iir Mbmobt of LmmirAKT Rufebt Beookb,* 

The Bookmau, September; The TwELYB-FoETr-FivE, A. 

1914; Teebs, a. 191S; The Wnm Ships akd the Rbd^* 

New York Timee Magazine Section, Mag 16; Wealth, 

The Bellman, September 18. 
King, Georgiana Goddard, Ik the Ket of Blue, The 

Forum, April; To a Chikese Aie, The Forum, Mag. 
Kirchway, Freda, To a Soaf-Box Oeatob, The Mateee, 

February. 
Knibbs, Henry Herbert, Afuki Atib, The Loe Angelee 

Graphic, Jam^ary 9; Sukshike Oteb Yuma,* The 

Smart Set, March. 
Kre3miborg, Alfred, Ovebhead nr ak Asylum, Vaeiatioks,* 

Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, July. 

L., A. L., The Watbe Wikd, To Hbkbt LEyEBETT Chase, 

Reedye Mirror, July SO. 
Lansing, John G., Ik Extbemis, Scribner'e Magazine, Au- 

gu$t. 
Lawrence, Rebecca Park, Bcce Mtstebium, Poetry: A 

Magazine of Veree, July. 
Le Gallienne, Richard, Ballade of Amabtlus ik the 

Shade,* Puck, June 5; Ballade of a Dead Ladt, A. 

1914; DEsmsBiuM, A. 1913; Ballade of the Jukk 
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MAXy Pmeh,"^ Mojf 15; Mat It Bunjonro Hn Houib, 
A. 1913; Thb Lamabd Soko* iVoo#m6#r, 1914; Whbv 
I Gk> Walxuto nr thb WooiMft* Hairper's Magaxm$, 

Leblanc, MMuice (txwis. by Mrs. William Flewdlyn 
Samiden), PunimiKirT, lU^dy Mirror, August 6. 

Ledonx, Louis V^ HTior to DsicnxBy Fbom **A SicauAir 
Idtl," a. 1913; A THBBVODTy Iv Mxmobt or the Db- 
■xmvcnoir or Mbmota bt EABTHavAXB, A. 1913. 

Le^ Agnes, A Rokax Doll (Iv a Mukuk), A. 1913; At 
Dawit, Po0try: A Mag mm s of V0r»0, BspUmbsr; A 
Statdb nr a Gabdbv, Poetry: A Mapasims of Vorso, 
October, 1914; Lovo Derajtcs Lnn,* Poetry: A Magi^ 
tine of Veree, Sep t ember; Movnro PicruBBS»* The 
Boolmtm, Juue; RAiinrXy* The Poetry Journal, June; 
Thb KBsruro Lutkbt/ Toutk'e Companion; Thbbb 
GuBsn, Poetry: A Magaeine of Veree, September, 

Lewin, Albert, ByBimro, The Cohnmade, February; 
L'Abmoub bt la Vib, The Colonnade, June; La Luxb 
BT L'Abmoub, The Colonnade, December, 1914; Thb 
Maudlix Mooir, The CoUmnade, Auguet; Thb Old 
Moov, The Colonnade, Mar^ 

Lewisohn, Lodwig^ Thb Tiro Lovbs, The Forum, May. 

Lindsay, Vadiel, Efitafh fob Johit Bmrirr, Monxo Pic- 
TUBB Acnm, Chicago Herald, May; Thb CHnrBS 
KioHmroALB, A Soko iir Chutbsb TAPBBimiBs, Dbih- 
CAiBD TO S. T. F^* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
February; Thb Fibbmbit's Ball, A. 1914; Thb 
Kalltopb Ybll, a, 1913; What thb Bubbo Said^ Chi- 
cago Herald, May 7; Yakkbb Doodlb, A. 1914. 

linn, Edith WilUs, To Pbbsbphovb RBTUBniirG,* Rocheeter 
Poet Bwpreee. 

Uttell, Philip, Not a Spabbow Falurh, The Maeeee, Jan- 
uary, 

LoTeman, Robert, Sokg, The Smart Set, Auguet, 

Livesay, F. R. (translator), Ak UKBAuriAir Wab-Sovo,* 
Thb Ukbaikiak Natioval Asthbm,* Thb Youko 
RBCBTTin,* Poet Lore, Summer Number, 1915. 

Loving, Pierre, A Japaxbsb Tkacuv, The Colonnade, Au- 
guet; Soko op Opiatbs, The Colonnade, July. 

Low, Benjamin, R. C, Fob thb DsmcATioir or a Tot 
Thbatbb,* Scribner'e Magazine, April, 

Lowell, Amy, A Compabisox, Others, A Magazine of the 
Veree, Auguet; Apibb a Stobx, The New Republic, 
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Auffuit 7; AuiKfl, FiKWAT Paex, Lead Soldodu** Mat 
EvKKnro ix CiHimAL Pabx,* Po4try: A Mttgazms of 
V€r$€, September; PATimrs,* The LUth B0vi§w, Aw 
guti; Red Suppibs,* P04try: A MagazinB of Verse, 
April; Sea Coai, The New BepHbKe, AuguH 7; Sou- 
taub,* Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, April; Stbaiit,* 
Poetry: A Magaxms of Veree, September; Thb Fbuit 
Shop,* The Tale Review, July; Thb PAnmm ox Siuc,* 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, September; The Ped- 
DLEE OF Fx4)WEB8,* Tebss,* Others, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Auguet; Vebhal Eaunroz,* Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, September, 

Loy, Mina, Love Sokos, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, July, 

Lyne, Cassie Moncure, A Botuh Memoet, Southern 
Womanfe Magazine, February, 

M^ Mt Secbet (To R.), The Loe Angelee Graphic, 
October 3, 1914. 

M,9 M,f The Public School Teacheb, The Maeeee, Oc- 
tober, 1914. 

MacDonnelly J. S., Peagx Hath Heb Hobbobs, The Loe 
Angelee Graphic, November S8, 1914. 

Macdougall» Allan Ross, A Skapshot, The Smart Set, June. 

MacKaye, Airia, Fibe Castles,* The XJxkxowik Race, 
Zephtb, The Little Review, Auguet. 

MacKaye, Percy, Axbbicax Neutbautt, A, 1914; Fight, 
The Tale of a Gukiheb at Plattbbubgh, 1S14, A. 1914; 
Fbakce, a, 1914; Kbuppism, A, 1914; Oh Fibst Heab- 
uro AX Ekgubh Sktlabk,* The Poetry Journal, July; 
Peace, A. 1914; School, A, 1913; The Real GEBiULinr, 
A, 1913; The Retubk of Augxtbt,* The Independent, 
Auguet 9; To William Watbok ik Ehglakd^ A, 1914; 
Wnsojr, A, 1914. 

MacKaye, Robin, The Swimmixo Pool,* To a Tubtlb, The 
Little Review, Auguet, 

Mackeller, Dorothea, Ekcottntbb, Harper^e Magazine, 
March, 

MacLeisb, A., Gbief, The Tale Review, ApriL 

MacMUlan, Mary, The Little Goloex Fouktaix, The 
Smart Set, June. 

Macomb, Catherine Sisk, The Homecomihg, The Smart Set, 
Jamuary. 

Madon^ A Mood^ The Smart Set, January, 
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MaUarm^ Stephane (trans, bjr Francis Taylor), Las 
Plbuis. Po0t L&r§, 8primg Nwtmber, 1915. 

McCaks, W. P. Chuib, The Bookmmi, AuguiL 

McCartl^, John Russell, Gon^ Bun, The Colommade, Sep- 
tember. 

McClure, John, Aix Thkt That Pass Bt, The Bm/mri Set, 
May, Eoo, The Swuart Set, Jmme; The Mbbbt Mkv, The 
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Teasdak, Sara, Apbil Soxo,* Reedy'e Mirror, September 
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S; Bmnmi,* rft# Smart SH, Jfoy; Coms,* Tkm 
Smmi 8€t, /mm; Dnnrr Ptoou»* Umif$ Mwrvr, 8#fK 
UmhT S; DociQU,* n« BMllmmm, Am^mBi »; Dm oi 
Jinn»* Rs^d^'f Mvrar, S^pUmb^ S; Fukbvge,* *I 
Am Nor Todbi^'** AMd/# Jfirror, ^v^mI ^; Im- 
moKKALf* J gM d y t Jfirror, SfUmb^r S; Iv Mbmouam: 
P. O. a,* A#«d/# Jfirror, ^«i^««f ^; Ijr thb Cas- 
RVTBB't SBor»* Bmdfs Mirror, 5«pl#n6#r S; Napuei,* 
£Md^# JfifTor, ^«fM< 91 i New Ybab^s Dawv/ 
Bmdf9 Mirror, SofUmbor S; Peagi^* 7]k« Comimwy 
Mapatime, Jfoy; Rons,* BoodfM Mirror, Ampmti i?7; 
Sappho, ^. 1913; Sovo»* SnuA, Tbouohti,* Rsody's 
Mirror, Amgntt 97; The Cloud,* Harpt^M Magaiims, 
/Miff, Turn FomrrAur,* B€odf$ Mirror, AmpuBi 97; 
Thi Laobibd Wmow, rft# C^mimry Magaiims, Jmm; 
The Look, ^. 1914; The Old BIaid, A, 1913; The 
RoK, 8cr%bwBf^9 MagasmB, Novoutber, 1914; The Sea 
Wutd,* 7^ Smtart Sti, F^brwarg; Spbiko nr Wae-Tixe, 
Th$ B0tlwum, AprU 94; Suxjcee Night, RnrBmBC 
Dbite,* Tk0 C^nimry Magaaus, SepUwubor; Vqjla 
Sbbbllovi, Bellaooio,* R€€dg'$ Mirror, AmguBt 97; 
SwAjra,* Tk4 Smart Stt, June; Whhx I Mat,* R^odft 
Mirror, Amgutt 97. 

Tliajer, Stephen Heniy, BIamued, The Colonnade, AprU. 

llxmias, Edith M., AuoiEircB, TA# Century Magazine; 
Janmarg; Mibbob-davcb, The Centmrg Magazine, June; 
The RBD-CBott Nueie, Harper'e Magazine, March; 
Thutledowv,* Harper'e Magazine, January. 

lliompsoii, Ralph M., The Daoohtebs, Vbteeavb, Southern 
Womau^e Magaa^, June. 

TtDckom-FernaDdei, W. &, The Old Ikh,* The Nation, 
December 3, 1914; Wae Soaoueties: Captaik (Ae- 
tillebt),* Colovel (Catalet),* Field-Maeshal 
(GEinoAL Stapp),* Lieutbkaxt (Ikpaxtet),* The 
Bookman, September. 

Tletjens, Eunice, Nabeatiye, Pealm to Mt Beloved, The 
Texae Review, June; The Bacchakte to Hee Babe,* 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, March; The Gbeat 
Mah,* The Century Magazine, June; TEAiraooKn- 
mvTAi, Reedy'e Mirror, July 9; Theee Speiko 
Poems, Iv Imitatiok oe the Japaxeib,* The Texae 
Review, June; To a West Ixdiak Aluoatob,* 7^ 
Little Review, June-^uly. 

norne^ J. H., Ltbigi op Love, The Smart Set. 
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Town^ Charles Hansoiiy Axr, The Bookman, SepUmber; 
Arm Hkabiko Tschaixowskt, The Smart Set, De- 
cember, 1914; Beautt/ The Century Uagazkike, July; 
MTRBBisSy Harper'e Magazine, June; Ox Fun Look- 
nro Iirio thb Mavusceift of EjnynaoH/ Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, April; lUnr Sokgb, The Smart 
Set, October, 1914; Silbkgx,* Harper'e Magazine, 
April; The Victou, North American Review, April; 
To Mt Couktbt»* Everybody** Magazine, Waitiko, A. 
191S. 

Trench, Herbert, Nioht ok Momn Rosa, Ode imoM Italy 
IK Time of Wae, Boeton Transcript, June 19. 

Trevelyan, R. C, Wiktee Weathee,* Reedy'e Mirror, 
January 99. 

Trimball, W. H., The Voices, The Smart Set, March. 

True, Ruth S., A Modbek Lullaby,* The Century Maga- 
zine, February. 

Turner, Nancy Byrd, Sistee Maey Vebokica,* Boeton 
Transcript, February 10. 

Turphi, Georges, The Ieok Hite, Wae, Poet Lore, Winter 
Number, 1914. 

Twitchell, Anna Spencer, The Hakds, The Forum, June. 

Tjman, Katharine, The Geeat Mebcy,* The Catholic 
World, May. 

Untermeyer, Louis, Almost, The Masses, May; Hayeks, 
The Smart Set, July; Lakdscapes, A. 1914; Ox the 
BntTH OF A Child, A. 1913; Pobteatt of a Chopix- 
Playeb axd His Audiekce,* The Smart Set, Febru- 
ary; Pobtbait of ak Axeeicak, Poeteait of a 
Jeweley Dettmmee,* Poeteait of a Supbeme 
Couet Judoe,* The Masses, August; The Laugh- 
tees,* The Masses, June; The Old Deseetee,* 
The Masses, November, 1914; Swimmees,* The Tale 
Review, July; The Dead Hoese,* The Masses, Au- 
gust; The Robbee, The Smart Set, March; The Vic- 
toey of the Beait-Fields,* The Century Magazine, 
May; The Youth Moeauzxs, The Smart Set, Oc- 
tober, 1914; These Times,* The Forum, May; To a 
Gextlemak Refoemee,* The Masses, August; To a 
Wae Poet,* The Masses, January; ^Waxe, God, axd 
Aem,"* The Masses, December, 1914. 

Untenneyer, Richard, As to God, As to Heavex;* As to 
Teuths,* Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July. 
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Underwood, John Curtis, Camp Foixowbm; Omtm Gam- 
DBK, BoKEA, Th0 Parwm, /«m; Fuebt MAjraeuTBii, 
Th€ Forum, PebfMaiy; HKiiy, Lu Fom,* Tk$ Farwm, 
Jime; La Grava,* Th0 Pormm, Jwme; Mux Chut 
dbbk;* The AooomncAirT; Thi CoirsnuciiOK Gako;* 
Thb Ouh Tk§ Parwm, /«m; Thb Orv Qunmoy, 
rfc# Forwm, P^brmanf. 

Updegraff, AUen, Ths Pbaokatut, Th§ OmUmry Magazine, 
Navemb0r, 1914. 

Vale, Charles, ^K" ("Schola No?i CAtBLut NmrQUAK 
NoK Nofa"*; To Rupbbt Baooxx;* The Pormm, 
September; TumirHuasr,* The Porum, Auguit. 

Van E^ke, Henry, Thb Stakdabd-Bbabib, Scribner^e Maga- 
zine, December, 1914. 

Van Dyke, Tertius, Lotb or Life, A. 1913. 

Van Rensselaer, Mrs. Schuyler, With Maucb Towabd 
NoKB,* North Ammieam BenUw, Mag. 

Van Wyck, William, Jbstbb to His Bubblb; Juitipebo 
Sebba; SiaooLB Fans, The Orapkio, Mag 99; Soho of 
THE Wab Snarr nr Mak's Soul, The Loe Angelee 
Graphic, Mag & 

Vernon, Lue F., Areb the Stobh, T%e Loe Angelee 
Graphic, Pebrmarg 97. 

Von Liliencron, Letler (trans, by Sasha Best), Ik a Laboe 
Cmr, Poet Lore, New 7eai*e Number, 1915; The 
Mnx, Poet Lore, Spring Numbor, 1915. 

Waddell, Elisabeth, The Deab Lrtib Bvliet, The Maeeee, 
April; The Fibst Oitk, The Maeeee, September; Them 
Aim Theib Wives, The Maeeee, November, 1914; Top 
o* the Pot,* Tho Maeeee, February, 

Wagstaff, Blanche Shoemaker, I Kvow That You Whom 
I Love To-dat, The Dahcebs, The Smart Set, July. 

Walker, Laura Marquard, Suogebted bt a Bas-Reuef of 
VicTOBT, Poet Lore, Spring Number, 1915. 

Walsh, Thomas, Sisteb Gbbqobia, To a Bibd at Suksbt, 
Sevilu, 1886,* The CathoUe World, Auguet; Sxnnn 
Baloomies,* Scribner^e Magazine, December, 1914; The 
Maids of Hovob,* The Bellman, July 94; To Fbak- 
cnco GoTA IV THE Gallbbt op Madbid^* The Century 
Magaxine, May. 

Walter, Elisabeth, Uva ex Hoce Mobibbis, The Calais 
node, April. 
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Wallace, J. H., Dun, The Century Magazine, Oeiober, 1914. 

Ware, Gordon, Thx Lullaby, SauUtem Woman's Maga- 
zine, July, 

Warren, Gretcben, Thb PiLORuc't Wat; The Stoeic, Poet 
Lore, Summer Number, 1915. 

Wattles, WiUard, Lit Rsvekaxtb, The Smart Set, July. 

Webb, Winifred, To ▲ Dibcabdbd Fatoict, The Smart Set, 
October, 1914. 

Wells, Stuart, Thb Silbnt Abmt, The Bellman, May 29. 

Wbarton, Editb, Battle Sleep,* The Century Magazine, 
September, 

Wharton, James, Iittocatiok, The Smart Set, March, 

Wbeelock, Jdin Hall, Depabtubb, A. 1913; The Dead 
Dbeam,* The Smart Set, Auguet. 

Wbicher, George Meason, **I Hbabd the Niobtivoale ik 
Tbmpe Sixo,"* The Century Magazine, May; The 
Home of Hoiace,* Seribner^e Magazine, February, 

Whitford, R. C, The Viciobt, The Smart Set, ApriL 

Widdemer, Margaret, A Lost Fbievih Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, February; Goo ajtd the Stboxo Okes,* The 
Maeeee, November, 1914; HnmBy Lote, Harper's 
Magazine, June; I Cav Go Lote AoAiy, The Century 
Magazine, November, 1914; If You Should Tibe of 
LoviKo Me, The Bellman, November 7, 1914; Rembm- 
BBAVGx: Gbbek FoLK-Soyo, A, 1914; Soxo of Piebbot,* 
Everybody's Magazine, October, 1914; A Ctpbiav 
WoKAKt Gbbek Folk Sovg,* Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, February; Wab-Mabch, The Maeeee, August; 
WnrD LiTAinr,* The Craftsman, September; Youth,* 
The Bellman, April 3. 

Wier, Clyde, Musical Mooo^ The Colonnade, February. 

Wilkinson, Marguerite, Ou> Globt, The Los Angeles 
Graphic, December 19, 1914; SFBiKoma — Bt ax Out- 
sidbb, 7A# Bellman, May 99; SPBoromfB ur a Sak 
Diego Caktox, The Los Angeles Graphic, June 96; 
The Old Huktbb, a Ruvb of Fobeveb ajtd Eteb, The 
Bellman, April 17; The Old Maid aitd the Violet 
Vekdob, The Masses, August. 

Wilson, Charlotte, Evekiko, A. 1914. 

Wilson, Margaret Adelaide, Daut Mtebs,* Century Maga^ 
zine, April, 

Wilson, S. K., The Ibbelatite, The Bookman, September, 

Williams, William Carlos, A CoKFimircE, Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Verse, May; Apfeal, Others, A Magazine of 
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tk0 N0W V0n§, Auguit; MRmxc Fioubxi» Poetry: A 
Magaxme of Verse, May; Pastobal, Others, A MagiB- 
time of the New Verse, August; Su>w Movsxxinv Sub 
ToMA, Poetry: A Magaziue of Verse, May; Thb Ocuub, 
Others, A Magazime of the New Verse, August; Ths 
Shadow, Poetry: A Magaadne df Verse, May, 

Woljeska, Hden, Ths Wobihip of Satav, The 8m4xrt Set, 
August, 

Wood, Charles Enldne Scott, Vsirus ajtd Mais, The 
Masses, February. 

Wood, C, A Bbbath op Los, The Masses, November, 
1914; A Pbatxb, The Masses, April; Sfbuto,* The 
Masses, May; Ths Goussx Mikaclb, The Masses, 
AffHl; Ths Stae-Bebs, The Masses, September, 

Woodbeny, George Edward, Pbagx, North Amerieam Re- 
friew, April; Sokkets Wunsv nr thi Faix op 1914,* 
N, 7. Times Magazine Section, September 19; St. Johk 

AXD THB PaUIT, A. 1913. 

Woods, William Hervey, Thb Ezploibb, The Century 

Magazine, September. 
Woodruff, Helen Smith, Corok's Gwikeb Sbll, Southern 

Womas^s Magazine, January. 
Woodworth, Edith Ives, Madbioal, Sertbner^s Magazine, 

June. 
Wright, Cuthbert, Thb Nbw Platokut, Cibca 1640,* The 

New Republic, August 7. 
Wyatt, Edith, Aivii. Weatheb; Cldveb; Ok the Geeat 

PiATBAv; SuMMEE Hah, To F. W^ Postry : A Magct- 

zine of Verse, January. 
Wjme, Madeline Yale, Conoir Fields, Poetry: A Magazine 

of Verse, July. 

Youngs William, The Huktixo,* The Tale Retfiew. 

Zamacois, Miguel (trans, by William van Wjck), Ballad 
OP the Bot Who Was Sevew, The Los Angeles 
Graphic, June 26. 
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THE BEST POETRY OF 1915 

CoU^fd PoHM. By A. B. (The Macmillan Ca) 
** Collected here from ' Homeward Songs by tlie Way,* ' The 
Earth Breathy' and 'The Divine Vision' with new Tcrses as 
I thought of equal mood, this book holds wiiat poetry of 
mine I would have my friends to read." So A. E. states 
in his preface. His friends are many, all the many who 
care for the perfect vision illuminating beautiful form. 
" I have omitted," says the poet in the next sentence, ^ what 
in colder hours seemed to me to have failed to preserve 
some heat of the imagination." Some heat of the imagina- 
tion! Is there a poem in the v<dume without it! The 
poems preserve a great deal more. For A. £. is a prophet 
whose soul has been touched with the fires of mystery. He 
is the one great affirmative note in the Celtic school; Eva 
Gore-Booth a lesser voice than his. There is a trinity of 
ultimate essences in A. E.'s poetry, the Soul, Beauty, and 
Mysteiyi and each one speaks in the Pentecostal flames 
of Magic and Symbol: ''When I first discovered," says the 
poet, ^ for myself how near was the King in His beauty I 
thought I would be the singer of the happiest songs. For- 
give me, Spirit of my spirit, for this, that I have found it 
easier to read the mystery told in tears and understood 
Thee better in sorrow than in Joy that, though I would not, 
I have made the way seem thorny, and have wandered into 
too many byways, imagining mysdf into moods which held 
Thee not" Preoccupied with the eternal, voicing the in- 
communicable, evoking the unreachable, this poetry of A. E.'s 
the loveliest, the most enduring, the most transfiguring 
power that has come out of modem Ireland. 

8€UctUm9 from tlf Symbolieal Po€m$ of William Blake. 
By Frederick E. Pierce, Ph,D. (Yale University Press.) 
Dr. Pierce has performed one of the most useful poetic 
services that could be rendered, by editing a selection from 
the Prophetic Books and symbolical poems of William 
BIake» giving in their arrangements and elucidations a 
clearer notion of the poef s philosophy, than I have been able 
to find in more pretentious and elaborate studies. As every 
student of Blake knows, those vague and inscrutable works 
of the poet known as the " prophetic books " were inspired 
by the mystical philosophic systems of Swedenborg and 
Jacob Boehme. Though many of these works were de- 
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•troyed bj Blake's ezecntor, T«lbaiii» in a frenij of rdi- 
giouft reiiione» there still exists sereiml short bocto mud the 
three long symbolic epics, VaU, Bfilton, and Jerusalem. 
To quote Dr. Pierce, ** Blake emphadied chiefly two ideas, 
both essential^ reasonable and poeticaL The first is tiiat 
man attains his liighest derelopment, becomes the ideal man, 
only when the different forces within him are in a state of 
harmony and balance. The tyranny of any one of them — 
intellect, emotion, sensnousness, or energy — orer the others 
produces a distorted soul that is at once unphilosophical, 
unpoetical, and unchristian. When one of these forces is 
di^laced in its natural field of action by another, then men 
lore coldly through their heads or Judge blindly through 
their hearts, so that we have fanatical piychologists eiqperi- 
menting on their own diildren and sentimental juries en- 
dangering society by their rash acquittals. Our own age 
is the best proof of Blake's sanity here.** This is an essen- 
tial Tolume for every one to add to their collection of 
Blake. 

Songs of Brittany. By Th4odor0 Botrsl With an In- 
troduction by A. Lo Braz. Tramlated by BrmUy 8. Dick- 
srman. (Richard G. Badger.) These fdk-songs and bal- 
lads by the Breton minstrel ought to find a popular 
welcome in this English translation. In his work, says 
M. Le Bras, '^episodes of the life of tht country and sea 
unroll as in a nalre fresco," it is a ** real study of customs 
in a gentre setting," and the ** Breton spirit" is here ex- 
pressed in every phase of its nature. These songs are fdk 
poetry of the purest quality. The heart of Brittany speaks 
through them. Botrel's fame has only latdy reached this 
country through his official appointment by the French 
Goremment as the ** Laureate of the Trenches." He goes 
about improvising his songs to inspire the spirit of the sol- 
diers about to go into action, and to relieve the discomforts 
and monotony of tiie trenches. 

Songs of tko Workaday World. By Borton Brahy. 
(George H. Doran Co.) Mr. Braley's woricaday woiid is 
one of adventure as well as labor. There are ''Songs of 
the Inland Seas," *SongB of Deep Water," ** Western Bal- 
lads," " Songs of tiie Copper Country," ** Songs of the Long 
Trail," and ** SongB of tiie True Romance." He sings these 
songs in vigorous, swinging verse, and often with an emo- 
tional dramatic touch. In the ''Songs of the True Ro» 
mance," bis poetic pitch is hig^t 
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Tk0 N0W World. By WUt^r Byim$r. (Mitchell Ken- 
nerlejr.) Some four yean ago, when Mr. Bynner read a 
poem before tlie Harvard Chapter of the Phi Beta Kappa 
Society, he took the theme of ''An Inmiigrant** What 
begins at Ellis Island is only one phase of a great yision, 
and unless the theme develops into the very substance of 
our national life, the significance of the vision Is not made 
whoUy effective and complete. The poetic vision of Mr. 
Bynner clearly realised this and the poet went about to 
eiq>and his theme into tlie results of '"The New World.** 
He gives us a long poem whose framework is democracy; 
but he brings into tlie framework many elements. One is a 
beautiful tribute to a woman woven in so sul>tly that the 
figure* more spirit than substance, can never escape the 
memory of the reader. Celia embodies in her spirit the 
social vision of the poet In her aspirations the poet sees 
those hopes which make up his doctrine of America. To 
her there is no illusion about democracy; the elementary 
facts are in her simple experiences; and her intuition per- 
ceives something deeper and more convincing than a philo- 
sophic interpretation of the doctrine. Tlie most vital mes- 
sage in this poem is that it insists that democracy possesses 
the spirit of beauty. In the vision Mr. Bynner sees the 
l)eauty that Is in humanity and that community of human 
beings in which the social structure is flexible, in which the 
aspiration of the individual is not checked by abstract and 
obsolete conventions. And this will create beauty. The 
concluding section of the poem is very lovely, because the 
vision of democracy is all gathered up in that personal im- 
age of the woman. It is Just this image that democracy has 
lacked. ''The New World" is a great idealistic poem. 
The tone is full of delightful subtleties of common speech. 
The skill by which he accomplishes this difficult technique is 
through an intimate actuality of simple words. Through- 
the exaltation of feeling the words by sheer utterance be- 
come bright and appealing tones of sense. Democracy and 
Beauty have been evoked in one vision in this poem, and 
this more tlian anything else makes it unforgettable. And 
if Mr. Bynner means that Celia should symbolise this 
union, whatever tribute he may wreathe round a reality or 
a memory, there will always stand forth the beautiful and 
glorious embodiment of American womanhood. 

K'Ung Fu Tz§. A Dramatic Poem. By Paml Car%$. 
(The Open Court Publishing Co.) Dr. Cams has given us 
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In this dramatic poem a work of acholaiiy signiflcaiioe. 
His object baa been to ** work out f or tiie En^isb-^peaking 
public a presentation of the Chinme religlo-ediical worid- 
conception in tbe dramatlaed life of its founder, K*ang Ni, 
commonly called S?ang Fn 1^ wbo baa moulded tbe Ua- 
torj of Gbina and is still tbe main factor in tbe public and 
prirate life of bis native co untr y.** Tbe teacbings of Con- 
fudus bave bad in tlieir moral aspects an influence upon 
Western tboug^ and tbdr interpretation in tUs dramatic 
form by Dr. Cams will recommend bis work to many read- 
ers. Apart from tbis tbe bigb and sustained quality of tbe 
poef s Terse gires tbe drama an important place among tiie 
poems of tbe day. 

8€U€tiom» ffom CaUdUu. Trau9laUd by Mary SUwarL 
(Ricbard G. Badger.) Tbese are very interesting trans- 
lations from CatulluSy rendered from tbe tbree-point liew 
of tbe translator's art wbkb Miss Stewart sets fortb in ber 
comprdienslTe introduction on ** An Experiment in Transla- 
tion.** Tbese views may not be wbdly acceptable to many 
translators, but tbe proof of ber tbeory is in tbe rendering 
of tbe Latin's poefs tyrks tbemselves. ''A good transla- 
tiont** sbe says, *is a kind of condensed and concatenated 
annotation. . . . Tbere isn*t mncb new knowledge; tiiere's 
Just a lot of fresb tbinking about <^ subjects. And eadi 
generation keeps on translating tbe tbougbts of tbe last 
into its own vernacular. Hence arises ^ need of new 
translations of old classics." Her versions are brigbt witb 
tbe best qualities of tbe grace, tenderness and passion of tbe 
Latin poet 

Po0m9. By Cfitbmi K. ChsfUrUm. (Jobn Lane Co.) A 
nature so bopelessly tanked in debate as Mr. Chesterton's 
cannot wboUy in verse free itsdf from dd>atalde ideas and 
subjects. That is wby tbis volume would bardly be Cbes- 
tertorian without a group of ** Rhymes for the Times." 
And I don't know but wliat they hold some very profound 
appeals to human reason. Some of them are satiric to 
laceration. He loves to send bis shafts against the pride 
and vanity of human nature. He intends to open a wound 
in the flesh of tbese vices, but as soon as the blood starts 
he is quick to salve it with humor. The best of his poems 
in tiiis manner are the " Antidirlst, or tbe Reunion of 
Christendom: An Ode.** *'The Revidutionist: Or, Lines to a 
Statesman," and *<The Shakespeare MemoriaL" In this 
same group, however, he has two poems in which truth, 
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more sombrely dressed, stalks not in personal caricature^ 
but in national lineaments. '"The Song of the Wheels," 
and ** The Secret People " are both indictments of a terrible 
kind against, in the first instance, the injustices of capital 
in the exploitation of labor, and in the second against the 
non-assertion of the English lower classes of their rights 
and freedom. The lore-poems of Mr. Oiesterton I pass by. 
Tliey will hardly be recognised as lore poems. I have to 
confess that the poems are loyely, but the lore isn*t poetic. 
Among the war poems there is a fine, reverberating ballad 
'^Lepanto" with its recurrent and drumming image of 
"Don Juan of Austria is going to the war," and the well 
known reference to the present European war in the ** Wife 
of Flanders." The religious poems of Mr. Chesterton are 
▼eiy beautifuL His g^reatest poetic quality of the satiric 
is the religious. In these his vision is veiy dear and bril- 
liant, and where in all his other moods his faith though 
torn and dusty and weary can never be doubted, in these 
alone does he show himself capable of reverence. The Bal- 
lades wliich conclude the volume are the best thing of the 
kind since Henley's virile paraphrases of Villon. 

HUUboro P0oph. By Dorothy C€mfUkL With Occor 
siontU V0r$49 by Sarah N. CUghom. (Heniy Holt & Co.) 
In this volume of short stories by Mrs. Canfidd there are 
dght poems by a woman who hides her poetic light under 
a busheL Sarah N, Cleghom is a true poet with a love 
for humanity and a love for nature that Is rarely excelled 
in its clarity of vision. She has as yet published no volume 
and the few poems she contributes to Mrs. Canfidd's book 
is the only collection she has made. A number of years ago 
she published a wonderful poem in the Atlantic Monthly 
which would have had an honored place in the Anthology 
had it been published then. It ought to have a place in 
eveiy anthology of American verse in the future. 

Viiion of War. By Lincoln Colcord. (The Macmillan 
Co.) Here is a poem that ought to have a million readers. 
These readers ought to be, beginning with the President of 
the United States and his offidal family, every legislator in 
Congress and throughout the States, great finanders, edu- 
cators, clergymen of every denomination, philanthropists 
and peace advocates, professional men, espedally lawyers, 
all persons in authority over wage-earners, and every per- 
son who believes in the Golden Rule and the Brotiierbood 
of Man. It is the greatest poem this war or aqy war in 
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to 
ci^ d— Wj to protect Uk li^pleM» to tnoovrrngt to 
tpirttoal ideolf, to prawidt labor for the wocklos* and to 
create a niiiinrcd utbci refoma tbat wfll ^jivc coDtcstmoit 
aad opportunity to tiK moMcs of manhfndj at readOj as 
wihfritatfagiy at the p a rilaMrnU of Eorope Toled bilUoai 
of credit to dotioj fif c^ encroach npon national boundaries 
to sanction whoJcBale nuif der , to infariate hatred btt w m i 
men innocent of uay personal gricranoe or ill-will against 
each — tlien war win hare ceased. We hare in tliis poem a 
great vision of side bmnanitj; tlie poet diagnoses aH tlie 
s/ i mM<wns of Utt patient, bat instead of being a qoack phy- 
sician he is a great surgeon. The sjinploms are srfftiiMics6» 
hate, greed, o ppi e ssi on, lack of faith, donbt in a God, lads 
of brotherhood, of tmth, loyalty and derotion. He will 
not sootibe tlie pains of these symptuu ts with the dmgs of 
idralisms, but pr epa r e s the patient for the knife of war. 
He has faith that tiie patient will recover, but operates 
upon tlie defective organism and nature will rqiair tiie 
damage. Life will sustain the cleansing performance of 
the pain-inflicting in strumen t. Humanity will arise pori- 
flcd of its infections. Paradoxical as it may seem, Mr. 
Colcord is tiie greatest peace advocate of tiie modem world. 
The significance of his poem is ezacti^ the significance of 
that paradox CSirist uttered when he said I came to bring 
a sword. And He was tlie gr eat es t of aH peace advocates. 
So much for the exalted message in Mr. Odcord's poem. 
It is eqoaUy as great looked at in another aspect I can- 
not eim hint in this smnmary at its marvelous progression 
of details. Its thorou^ dissection of society, its aspira- 
tions, its strong denunciations and afBrmative ideals. But 
tills I can say witliout equivocation that tliose who believe 
they have beard the voice of Walt Whitman since his death 
in aiqr of his disdples, with the one possible exception of 
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Edward Carpenter, have but to hear the voice of Lincohi 
Colcord to know they have been thoroughly and shamefully 
deceived. For here is the authentic Whitman in substance 
and form, in the passionate idealisation of a world democ- 
racy. He fulfills that prophecy of Zarathusa*8 who, going 
up into the mountains for meditation, warned his disciples 
that one shall come after him greater than he to carry out 
his message. He possesses what was the most vital short- 
coming in the genius of Whitman (yes, I grant that noble 
seer genius because of his prophetical vision I) and that is 
an intellectualised imagination. Tliis not only makes his 
vision a flame but a Pentecostal tongue of fire. The exal- 
tation which bums throughout the poem is only exceeded 
by one sublime fact — its dedication, which reads ''To the 
Memory of a MAN,** and I am persuaded that the man 
with the most worthy memory to receive it is Jesus of 
NaxarethI 

AfUmoom of April, A Book of Ver$e. By Oraee 
Hazard ConkUng. (Houghton Mifflin Co.) Mrs. Conkling 
has long charmed the public with her verses in the maga- 
dnes, and this public will now welcome this first volume. 
She has an imaginative quality that is rare» but which to 
the glory of contemporary American verse she shares with 
a few other American women poets. All of these poets 
exercise it upon nature, each abstracting her own particular 
message and solace. In other respects their interests varies, 
and in Mrs. Conkling's case it turns upon moods that are 
like the spoils of Poynton. Apart from her love of nature, 
in which the note is mostly fantastic and wisardry, she ad- 
dresses her dreams in the symbol of music, touches upon 
the kindred spirit of literature, gives delightful remi- 
niscences of places, and writes those exquisite poems to her 
children in which the mother-heart plays a charming duet 
with the gift with a child's wonder book of stories. Most 
appropriately named the volume is full of those subtle and 
delicate fabrics of sunshine and dream which glorifies an 
April landscape. 

Crack <f Davm, By Fannie 8team$ DavU (Mrs. A, UeK. 
Oiford). (The MacmiUan Co.) The second volume of 
verse by Fannie Steams Davis (who is now Mrs. Gifford) 
Is unmistakably of the emotional quality that made ** Myself 
and I " so expressive of moods in whidi a kind of mystical 
grace withdrew the veil from the natural secrets of life. 
It was a note, however, which if insisted upon would lose 
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much of its appealing frealmess, and tliis is what seems to 
have liappened in iier second collection. The absolute sim- 
plicity of expression that accompanies this substance of a 
mood repeated with faultless perfection creates a monotony 
in which the subtlety of image vanishes in a flat emotional- 
ism. The substance of these poems are the evocations of 
a mood which is at core a veiy plain and natural belief in 
the spiritual mystery of things. What we feel is that Mrs. 
Gifford*s muse might go rough-shod a little. It is concen- 
trated a little too intrasdy upon invisible meanings; it is 
not hearty enough; her world of secrets are rather personal 
than contributory. With such a vision as hers and abundant 
melody we expect the best of her work to come. 

Irradiationi: Sand and 8pra^, By John Oonld FUtehsr. 
(Houghton Mifflin Ca) I have contended that the claims 
of the Imagists are niade good by achieving a quality of 
magic in their verse, quantity for quantity of production, 
more often than the many poets who refute them. If this 
is so, and I hold that it is, the question of subject and treat- 
ment has no place in the discussion which would deny them 
serious and appreciative acceptance. In Mr. Fletcher we 
have a poet of distinctive achievement in this respect His 
volume is full of subtleties of moods and images. He has 
the kind of imagination whose essence is a poignancy of 
mood; it is the Idnd that is not always compatible with the 
subject that engages his attention. When it is, however. It 
shows him possessed of a quality of genius that is very beau- 
tiful and moving. But no poet yet has shown this power of 
poetic expression without also proving the capability of do- 
ing himself injustice. The work of such a poet is certain to 
be uneven unless he exercises rigorous selection, and this is 
the chief fault to be charged against Mr. Fletcher. Ad- 
hering to all the essential qualities which imagism implies, 
the cadence of these poems go to the eye as well as the ear. 
Where it is necessary to emphasise the effect he does not 
hesitate to employ both rh3rme and the more accentual cur- 
rent of metre. His emotional force has always its impe- 
tus in the complexities of human life. Unconsciously, his 
imagination caressing the picturesque forms and objects of 
the natural world, he often soars out of readi of these con- 
fusing and inexplicable influences, but he is found drifting 
back to them with a sudden turn of feeling. The proof of 
both imagination and vision in a poet does not lie in his 
effort to encompass range in the visible .world, but to en- 
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large the familiar and minute, and to give scope through 
the image for tlie senses to range. These "Irradiations" 
are compactly imaginatiye in this. Sometimes, as the poet 
declares, "My desire goes bristling and growling like an 
angry leopaid," or in following another mooo, he wiU 
** brush the blue dust of my dreams," but always with 
strange haunting cadences, and phrases new-garmented with 
▼igor and meaning. So what is best in Mr. Fletcher's po- 
etry liaunts, and no poetry can haunt without magical sub- 
stance, and any poetiy that has magical substance in any 
degree malces good its intention in tlie art, and this stands 
true whatever the principles and methods by which it is 
created. It is only in this way that a new movement in art 
survives. 

North of Botton. A Boy's Will By Robert Frost, 
(Henry Holt & Ca) With Mr. Masters Robert Frost has 
contributed the most valuable additions to American poetry 
of the year. Both have absolute genius, though I think 
Mr. Frost's art has considerably g^reater possibilities for 
enlargements upon the material he works in. These two 
volumes published together early in the year won inmiedi- 
ate recognition and praise for their unusual subjects and 
the fresh and original treatment of them. The earlier book, 
- A Boy's Wm," expresses an individuality, the later - North 
of Boston," interprets a community. Completely as a '^A 
Boy's Will" performs its nature in the lyrical demonstra- 
tion of an individual who attempts to account for himself 
and his emotional experiences in a social scheme, its greatest 
spiritual and human value is a preparation for the more 
wonderful analysis of the objective experiences of rural 
life which the poet limns in ** North of Boston." The blank 
verse poems, with nearly always a story of New England 
farm life, in "North of Boston," is clearly against the 
tradition of this form. In tlie first place it is not literary. 
That is, the language of these poems is not the language of 
literature, but the speech of life, a very particular quality 
of life and its special influences. The beauty and vitality of 
Mr. Frost's accomplishment in molding this veracious ut- 
terance of his characters into a significant and original form 
of verse, is that the meaning has the same absolute actu- 
ality and intimacy with life as the tones of words have with 
the voice. The result of this thoroughly sincere and artis- 
tic effort to enhance a more closely knit idiomatic speech 
in art, by giving heat and force to the substance I should 
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amjf will at first be a little ponling to the reader until lie 
has caught tlie perfect rhytlun of its undermeaning. To 
appreciate tiiese remarkable poems fully, one has got to re- 
gard carefully the two backgrounds from wiiich tliey are 
projected, lliere Is the background of his material, the 
environment and character which belongs to a special com- 
munity; and tliere is the background of art in which the 
fidelity of human speech peculiar to the community is ar- 
tistically brought into literature. This speech is the prin- 
ciple of ^sound-posturing,** or more UteraUy getting the 
sound of sense. And 'with this principle, wlilch has a vital 
share in the magic of all the g^reat English poets, notably in 
Shakespeare, Wordsworth, and Browning, Mr. Frost is the 
first of contemporary poets whether English or American, 
to deliberately and sedulously make it a cardinal virtue of 
his art These blank verse narratives of New England farm 
life have not only the atmospliere but the features of coun- 
tiyside New England; the landscape, with its woods, rocks, 
meadows and hills, rain and clouds and sunlight, familiarly 
known and passionately loved by the poet, are so woven 
through this vigorous actuality of speech and meaning as to 
present vivid and picturesque moods full of mystery and 
beauty. For all liis hard, tragic pictures of human life in 
these narratives, Mr. Frost is an idyllist The very spirit 
of Theocritus, for the first time through him, pervades the 
New England farms and meadows. The atmosphere of the 
bucolic Ufe, with all tlie poignant essences lie abstracts 
from the meagre experiences of his people, has never been 
so delicately transported into literature by an American 
poet before. In spite of all the other qualities which make 
Mr. Frost's poems remarkable, it is tliis natural delicacy of 
vision wiiich gives a tone to tlie atmosphere and which en- 
velops the inner meaning of his subjects. 

The Book of Irish Poetry. Edited with an IfUrodmetian 
by Alfred Perceval O raves. (New Yorkt Frederick A. 
Stokes Ca) Dr. Graves has given us an exceedingly com- 
plete anthology of modem Irish poetry which does not 
suiFer at all by comparison with those of Cooke, Gregoiy, 
and Miss HulL It devotes even more attention than its 
predecessors to contemporary work, and is possibly the 
richest gathering yet made of poems made by the members 
of the young Anglo-Irish schooL 

The Laughing Mnee. By Arthur Oniterman, (Harper 
and Brothers.) We have long looked for a volume of Mr. 
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Guiterman's Terse «nd now that he has g:iven us one at last 
it is sure to have a wide welcome. " The Laughing Muse " 
is aptly named to characterise these poems that deal with 
the lighter side of human interests and affairs. The essence 
of good taste is in the fun Mr. Guiterman gets out, instead 
of poking at, the foihles and weaknesses of human nature. 
His poetic forms are so perfect, his moods so sparldin^^y 
fresh, that, he gives more than a temporary quality to the 
humor of his situations. He re-incarnates tiie best spirit of 
Frederick Locker-Lampson, because unlike most American 
poetic humorists there is a subtle refinement in his laugh- 
ter which modulates very often into a pensive note. An- 
other quality he has which brings his art into a higher key 
than it would pretend to belong, is tlie appealing tender- 
ness of his moods. He has written exquisitely on many a 
trifle, little haunting snatches of song that go straight to 
tlie heart. The good generous measure of his gladdening 
muse puts all poetry lovers under the obligation of Justi- 
fying his gift 

Satires af Cireumitances, Lyrics and Reveries, With 
Miscellaneous Pieces. By Thomas Hardy, (The MacmU- 
lan Co.) Though Mr. Thomas Hardy has forsaken the 
novel, to the deep regret of his admirers, he gives us poems 
with much of the same substance of life and destiny which 
made the characters in his fiction both so pitiful and so 
true to nature and circumstance. It is out of an ironic 
substance that he hews his poems ; they are hewn rather than 
modelled, because every image is like a vigorous and unsus- 
pected stroke of fate. Even working in the medium of 
verse he seldom fails to be the story-teUer; each poem car- 
ried a climax that is neither in the mood or emotion of the 
poet, but has its beginning in some keen differentiations and 
contrasts in the background of fate, and after preparations 
in character, environment, influences, he draws the curtain 
for the reader to j^impse the final act of passion and char- 
acter. There is no inspiration in the conception of these 
poems; it is clear, coldeyed perception of life. Hardy's 
g^reat power in his verse is his ability to visualise some ter- 
rible, some pathetic, some melancholy indictment of fate 
upon human nature; the visualisation is not an imaginative 
heat shaping the elements of experience; the character, the 
event, the passion, the circumstance comes to him with a 
high temperature and some powerful process of his mind 
hardens the effect into definite images whose substance 
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might be brome or marble. Perhaps no man had more to 
overcome in iiis own nature in tlie attempt to write poetry 
than this great novelist; ratlier than subdue his spirit to tlie 
inexplicable guardianship of the muse, he wrestles stub- 
bornly with its unseen force, forcing it to a compromise 
upon his own terms. Now, it seems almost glad to do his 
bidding, and no one who reads these eictraordlnary verses 
but will recognise a kind of triumph in their expressions. 
While at times they awe, they also fascinate the reader; 
by the boldness of what Mr. Hardy chooses to present as a 
poetic subject, by the indifference he manifests to every 
law in the verse except the law of life, he makes destiny a 
series of casual incidents which are scattered by the unseen 
gods into the souls of chance passersby as they toil through 
the morass of existence. 

MoUy Prye0. A Quaker Idyll, By John Buisell Hayes. 
(The Biddle Press.) Mr. Hayes is the Quaker laureate of 
to-day. He does not pretend to have the passion of Whit- 
tier, nothing of his strong indignation; but he has what 
Whittier never consistently possessed, a fine artistic equip- 
ment, and loves beauty with a serene reverence, finds and 
expresses it in humble rural experiences and landscapes. 
Here is a pastoral poet with a mood for nature 
that is exquisitely expressed as tlie Quaker faith of 
his with its quiet and glowing conscience. His latest 
Quaker idyll, Molly Pryce, is full of the rich sim- 
plicity and tranquil rhythm for which his art is notable. 
It is a simple narrative about this gentle Quaker girl going 
down to Philadelphia, from Bucks County, for the Quakers* 
Yearly Meeting, with her widower father, and there meet- 
ing Roger Morland, they fall in love. The description of the 
meetings of the friendly and affectionate relations of the 
members, of the lightly sketched-in environs of the dty, 
make a charming composition in light tones and silver col- 
ors. In the poem is the art of artiessness, the treatment 
of simple human facts, no straining, no shouting, no deep 
probing of human mysteries, and yet all so real that beauty, 
like the afterglow of a perfect summer day, veils the facts 
of homespun experience. 

Creation, Poet-Impreeeionht Poeme, By Horace HoU 
ley, (Mitchell Kennerley.) These poems are what Mr. 
Holley characterises them in the sub-title. If they lack a 
certain emotional grace they possess subtleties of moods 
which show a mental exquisiteness. The spirit here is a 
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strange mixture of perceptions. Take the literal expres- 
sion of these poems and they seem to give the exotic moods 
of a dreamer, hot they present something quite different in 
experience. They are poems of ideas rather than emotions, 
and they are ideas which project life instead of flowing 
from it. Hie verse contains none of the ordinary elements 
which charm, but presents, as in a crystal, images of thought 
that is more radiance than substance, reflections rather than 
objects. 

Po§m9. By Briam Hooker. (Yale University Press.) 
Mr. Hooker is a modem romantic poet, and it makes very 
little difference whether he sings of age-old things and fig- 
ures, as in **Morven and the Grail," or as in the narrative 
of '"Hie White Cat: A Fairy Poem,** his heart and sympa^ 
thies are in the nowadays of human motives. His imagi- 
nation is incisive, but quiet, taking on frequently a glow 
full of dim figures, like a gorgeous tapestry seen in the 
twilight. His songs are, I tldnk, the least successful of the 
groups of verse in which his poems are divided; they are 
artistic, cameo-like in their proportions, but they lack an 
instinctive something, of mood or feeling, which fails to 
make them wing rapturously along the emotions. What I 
have noticed particularly about Mr. Hooker's art is the 
cool, fragrant, hushed movement of his words. His poems 
are foliaged with words like a tree with leaves, always in 
motion, and flashing with the freshness of a summer shower 
in their faces. His sonnets are extraordinarily graceful in 
feeling and very firmly textured. The series called " Idola- 
tiy" are veiy perfect and beautifuL Mr. Hooker has in- 
vented a new fixed form which seems to me to have great 
possibilities. He calls them ''Turns." English poetry has 
contributed no fixed forms to the art that has been uni- 
versally practiced, and it would be a great credit to Ameri- 
can literature if the first should be contributed by this 
American poet. 

CoUseted Poonu. By Newman Howard, (The Macmil- 
lan Co.) Newman Howard is a poet who is practically un- 
known in this country, and yet he has the distinction of 
having written one of the very finest poetic dramas of the 
last twenty years. His work has not been hitherto easily 
accessible in this country, but with this collected edition he 
ought to gain a wide and appreciative American audience. 
The volume, carefully selected by the poet himself, con- 
tains the best of his dramatic and lyrical verse. The 
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dranuis include "KUrUn the Icdander,** '^SmTonmrolm: A 
CHy'8 Tragcdj," '^ Constantine the Grest," and ''The 
GuAncfaesi An IdjrU"; with the collected ^rrks the poet has 
here included the contents of his prerioas ▼olwne» the " Foot- 
steps of Proserpine^" which was hailed as a work of genius 
in 1897. **Kiartan the Icelander" U undoubtedly the 
poet* 8 masterpiece, and no finer performance has been ac- 
complished of late in the English poetic drama. In the 
dramas especially the poet shows a great gift of style, and 
in his substance almost eveiy gamut of human passion is 
touched. Mr. Howard deserves an American audience. 

Prajfer far P9ac€ amd Other Pohm. By WUUam Satnusl 
Jok%$im. (MitcheU Kennerky.) War poems, poems on 
Life and Art and Paris Days, with a group of sonnets and 
ballades, Mr. Johnson gives us here a volume of distinction 
and force. His touch is always sure and sometimes mas- 
terly, playing upon the subtle stops of life with a wisardry 
that no mood or vision can fail to respond to. His imag- 
ination has a faculty of imbuing the austerities of life with 
the same persuasive force that it has in enveloping tiie 
themes that are essentially decorative and gay. In him we 
have a poet who thinks profoundly and dreams glamor- 
ously, and who gives to the substance of each perfect em- 
bodiments. 

The Voice in the BiUnee. By Tkonuu 8. Jon—, Jr. 
(The Mosher Press.) Three editions of these exquisite 
poems have been demanded, and this latest has the im- 
primatur of Mr. Mosher's press which is a guarantee of 
beauty being beautifully clothed. To perfect the atmos- 
phere of the volume there is an introduction by James 
Lane Allen paying the tribute of " This poet's songi native 
to the woods from which it never wanders; intent upon a 
theme which it never relinquishes — the forest and the pil- 
grims. And thus while his pipe has no rift in it, his song 
has one — the never to be mended rift between nature and 
humanity." What I wrote six years ago about Mr. Jones' 
art in general I am glad to reaffirm now in recommending 
this volume to new readers s "The imagery of these lyrics 
is always shaped so finely to the emotion. The mood may 
spring from a remote glimmering of beauty, or from some 
undecipherable signature of dream, but it comes to the 
reader as the essence of a spiritual experience which quick- 
ens the pulse to realisation. 

8ong$ of Kabir, Traiulated by Babindranath Tagore. 
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With th0 A9$i$tane4 of Evelyn Undthill. (The Macmil- 
Ian Co.) Kabir» who Uved in the latter half of the fif- 
teenth century, is one of the greatest of Indian poets. He 
is one of the few great mystics who is also a great creative 
artist, akin yery much in his strangely Christian vision, 
which caused him to be regarded by liis contemporaries as 
a dangerous heretic, to the imaginative fervor of St. Teresa 
and St John of the Cross. As Miss Underbill points out 
in her sympathetic and illuminating introduction, "in liis 
wide and rapturous vision of the universe Kabir never 
loses touch with diurnal existence, never forgets the com- 
mon life. His feet are firmly planted upon Earth; his 
lofty and passionate apprehensions are perpetually con- 
trolled by the activity of a sane and vigorous intellect, by 
the alert common-sense so often found in persons of real 
mystical genius." 

Th0 English Po§m$ of Henry King, DJ>., 1599-1669. 
Sometime Biehop of Chieheeter. Now First Collected from 
Various Sources and Edited by Lawrence Mason, PhJ>. 
(The Yale University Press.) Henry King has been 
diiefly known to modem readers through the anthologies 
of seventeenth centuiy verse. Three of his poems I in- 
cluded in "The Book of Eliiabethan Verse," among which 
was the famous Exequy on His Wife, one of the tenderest 
elegies of the period. The present edition presents a com- 
plete collection of Bishop King's Engll^ poems. The 
original edition appeared in a small octavo in 1657, and 
the unsold copies were re-issued with new titie pages in 
1664 and 1700. Tlie next issue to appear was the elabo- 
rately annotated edition of Dr. Hannah's printed in 184S. 
The present edition includes the "twenty-nine poems 
omitted by Hannah as well as the fifty selected by him, 
and in addition another considerable degy that has not 
been reprinted since 1649; while four of King's hitherto 
uncollected poems or parts of poems are here for the first 
time printed, from various MSS., together with five other 
pieces whereof his authorship cannot be so definitely 
proved, but of which four are almost certainly his work." 
While no extravagant claims can be made for King's 
poetry, Mr. Mason says, nevertheless, "some single poems 
or detached passages will always arouse admiration and 
give pleasure, while the literary tendencies illustrated by 
his work invest his poetry with an importance and interest 
that cannot be denied and should no longer be ignored." 
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Hie Bidiop*! poeoM dcsenne a place oo the sbdf with thooe 
other sixtecoth and aeventoenth century minor poets whom 
Hannah, Grosart, Bnlkn, and Professor Saintsbnij have 
rescued from obUrioo. 

8&mm4U to Sidney Lamer and Other Lyriee, By CUford 
Andereom Lamier. BdUed, with am ImtrodmctUm, by Ed- 
ward Howard CMgge. (B. W. HodMch.) These sonnets 
show the beantifDl affection of one brother for another, 
and though they have a certain fine merit of their own 
they interest us diiefly because of the famous and bdored 
poet to wliom tliey were addressed. Hie lyrics which are 
included in addition, and selected from a little y<dume pri- 
▼atdy printed in 1909, called ** Apollo and Keats," are 
much finer poetry, and express, as Mr. Griggs reminds us, 
of **ooe of nature's gentlemen, genero u s, gifted, fine and 
true.- 

Red Wime of Bomeeilkm, A Play la Four Aete. By 
WUUam lAndeey. (Houghton Mifflin Co.) Mr. Lindsey, in 
his poetic play **• Red Wine of RoussiUon," has caught the 
spirit of medieval France and woven scenes out of its 
life upon a tapestry of blank verse. There was hardly 
any need that he diould invent an original plot; there 
was every need that he should make his characters 
vivid and mobile. There was hardly any need that 
he should elaborate the intricacies of his story, but it 
was essential that he should touch the vital dtuations 
with a passionate interest, and this he could not do 
without embodying his chief characters with the inten- 
sities of life. The plot is an old one; one which Ralmon, 
the Lord of RoussiUon, remarks to Berguedan the trouba- 
dour, who gives a version of it in his song, with the " same 
old characters; we know them weU," and has a lady, lover, 
and her jealous lord. But the poet here gives the old plot 
a new distinction by his treatment of it. The blank verse 
is flexible, and rises to eloquence in the impassioned mo- 
ments. It is, indeed, veiy well done, and proves that the 
medium has not yet passed out of fashion or practice. 

The Houi0 TJuit Was and Other Poeme. By Benjamin 
A. C, Low, (John Lane Co.) There is a radiance in Mr. 
Low's art which flows from the source of intellectual 
beauty. In the long titular poem there is as fine a piece 
of sjrmbolism as we have had in recent American verse; 
but it is not a dark weaving, it Is subtly bright like a 
flood of simshine with its innumerable motes. Those motes 
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are imaginatiyely dancing in gayety all about the invisible 
mystery of death. The poet soliloquises upon a skull and 
constructs in his reflections a marvellous symbol of human 
life and destiny. The beauty of the poem is* though it 
touches upon the dark threads of experience, it voices a 
brave, courageous, almost Jocund defiant wisdom, a wis- 
dom that might be mere dry philosophy if it were not 
sweetened with the natural grace of intellectualized emo- 
tions. The other poems In the volume are brightened with 
this same quality, but decorated, as in many of them, with 
the diarm of things that have their existence in the immar 
terial world. It is a rare power Mr. Low has of evocable 
intuitions. He abstracts essences from the most volatile 
subjects, and beauty from vanishings which his swifter 
mood embraces. 

Th0 ImmigranU. A Lyric Drama, By P^rey Mae- 
Kaye. With an Introduction by Frederic C. Howe, Com- 
mittioncr of Immigration at the Port of New York. (B. 
W. Huebsch.) Designed as the text of an opera for which 
Mr. Frederic S. Converse has written the music, the war 
prevented the performance of '*The Immigrants" at the 
Boston Opera House, as was intended. That Mr. Mac- 
Kaye decided to publish the drama is a benefit to every one 
who has thought and studied the inunigrant problem. We 
are shown that the immigrants are human; not only are 
they human but that e^n under the civil, political and 
social restrictions of their native country they have a better 
opportunity to develop the spiritual side of their humanity 
than America has cared to give them. That there is a bet- 
ter spirit in America that would treat these helpless, inex- 
perienced, and trusting children of the soil, Mr. MacKaye 
shows in the diaracter of Noel, the artist. The landing of 
the immigrants at New York, the deportation of Giovanni by 
the machinations of Scammon in order to secure his pros- 
pective bride for a mistress, and the final scene in the 
slums on a sweltering summer night with the death of the 
young sister Lisetta, the murder of Scammon, and the as- 
sertion of the inmiigrants against the iniquitous, false op- 
portunities of American industrialism — which the police 
called a riot — is portrayed in vivid and intense lyrical 
verse. 

The Sistine Eve. By Percy MacKaye. (The Macmil- 
lan Co.) Mr. MacKaye is, in a way, our American 
Laureate. With a true poetic gift, with an imagina- 
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live Hoc 

■■■ tibs riflf tvfd 

B«t te lyrical a^ 

Jl# lifcM 0^ jr«. By UdmamU MeKm 
ace bf JUs FhIwm (HiOacie 

L) IW piMic viH am wdH to p^ 

vsrrfaf affMirt the vroii^ of 

tkst if jwMaoMtxIf cktfgcd vftk tntt. He • 

farmmi actre and free ihj IImi Ib tibe aeries mi 

that mmke sp the paen called 'The likes aT Ke* 

it aa aastcfe and fokaa ■jitk'— of « 

opM its iadMtrial capCiiritj aad the tans 

from withfai and witfaoat. It is aa o Ai m a t Om mjj teste- 

sent of the wllions of "Mcs" ia oar ladastiial varid 

cofomeDtinf fwaringly of the idatiaa to the Mastat; the 

Omfch, the State, the La&s» aad War. There is aane 

ptty and syiapall^ ia these verses thaa OBe voold si^ 

pose from tlie free and u utipo i Lra f i prf s rina of op picjri f c 

coDditions. Bat as Mr. Eastawa sajs, "Tbeie is poeby 

and troth of the real world hi this book,* whidi to neglect 

if to betvaj ooci's faith ia bamanitj and drOiBatlon. 

8<m09 to am94 a 8awL Bf Irms Bmihtrfmrd MeL^od. 
(B. W. Hoebsch.) In a time of war and stress, a time of 
eiqycoded cnergjr for militarj preparation aad the severest 
strain of conflict tlie world has known, Kngl a nd has jet 
found the spirit and entlrasiasm for a new poet. Not 
since Masefield has an EngJidi poet sprang into sodden 
popularity with the Jostiflcation of genius as Irene Rntibcr- 
ford McLeod has. This young lad^ of twenty-three has 
won the worship of the most antboritatire I^ondoo critics. 
''She has toudsed," says W. L. George, *'tiie hem of two 
garments, of Blake and of Frsods Thompson, while main- 
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talning herself." And Henr^ W. Nerinson declares that 
she is ''another new Toice, another brave and beautiful 
spirit, young and capable of the poet* s insight and expres- 
sion.** The title does not denote a religious fervor in the 
conventional sense, but a social and spiritual fervor in a 
poignantly human sense. This young lady is modem; but 
with all her modernity she is simple with the white flame 
of emotion, tender with the conviction of an heroic faith. 
A child's wonder yet i^eams in her eyes, but behind the 
wonder is something as old as fate in its understanding. 
Her voice has a child's music piercingly sweet but in it is 
the echoes of a mysteiy that troubM the dreams of the 
earliest of authentic singers. Her lyrical verse is as light 
as gossamer, her ballads as vigorous and wayward as that 
form is in its perfection, but whether she sing in ballad or 
lyric there is the yearning for the unattainable ideal of 
beauty, the questioning of life by a passionate and unap- 
peasable spirit 

Spoon River Anthology, By Edyar Lee Mattere. (The 
MacmiUan Co.) This has been the most widely discussed 
volume of verse published this year. There has been noth- 
ing like it before, and I doubt if there will ever be again. 
It comes out of the West to meet Mr. Frost's achievement 
in the East. It is original, perhaps the most original piece 
of literature that has been produced in America for a 
long time. The Spoon River Anthology is a novel in 
verse; it is the first successful novel in verse we have had 
in American literature. It brings more character into its 
pages than have ever been brought into any American 
noveL It more vividly paints a community than any other 
work in prose or verse that I know of in American litera- 
ture. And it does so by drawing scarcely a feature of the 
landscape, but by sketching the human characters that 
made the life of the community. It does something more, 
and in this it at once takes Its place among those master- 
pieces which are not for a time or a locality. It brings 
the universal, infinite varieties of human nature into the 
fabric of a single community. To see the immensity of this, 
we must realise that here is a story of life in which two 
himdred and four lives are interwoven, that each individual 
existence is a plain, unvarnished tale, and that eadi tale 
touches various others at some deep and critical experi- 
ence; The sleepers in the cemetery at Spoon River made 
an era, an epodi of life in the community, and it was typi- 
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al of wfcat bjr the tkm iiMMlithw of jc«rt takes plMe 
in everx eoiamanitj» but wlidi no one liring tees or can 
grmgp. Mr. Moften is» like TKomos Hmrdf, a kind of 
fataliit. He profcs to w tfaot the gods of fate and cii^ 
cmnstance are as pasrionatel^ conce i ned with the ^eiy km- 
est of boBianitj, as well as with heroes and princes^ He 
is thoronghlj American in B^xiU tlie badcgronnd of his 
town, tiie social letd of his characters, in fact, the whole 
fabric of the 4'OBnnun i lj in wliich tliese men and women, 
wlw now sleep onder the tombstones in tiie ccmeteiy onee 
lived, is a plain, midwcstem town wbefe labor, work, and 
plaj, are carried on with a democratic freedom of will 
and reqMnsibilitj. As poetij there has been, and will 
oontinne^ much discussion aboot this book. Free Tcrse is a 
saital»le and ad^itable medium in wiiich to render the 
poetic aq>ects of a subject in a limited compass. While 
it is trae that each separate piece hi Mr. Masters* book is 
brief, rery few mnning ofer twenty lines, the large nam- 
her of pieces will prodooe to manj readers whose ears are 
not attuned to the subtle cadences of fhjthm a kind of 
monotooj. But there is poetiy here in the formal sense, 
and in another sense too, that cannot be denied. For all 
tiie qualities of poetic speech, modulations of tones that 
have nottiing to do with metrical arrangement of words, 
but eferytiung to do with an emotional and ironic imag- 
inatiTcness of substance. One accepts the poetry in tiiis 
chronicle of Spoon Rirer, without bothering ycry much 
about the formalitj of it The poetij is in the historj of 
Spoon River lives tliat would still be dumb had not Mr. 
Masters given them a rdce. Now the first thing that 
strikes one is tiie kind of concentrated literalness through 
wliich we learn about these people, from Hod Putt, the 
murderer, to Isaiah Beethoven, who sat by the mill con- 
templating life under tiie shadow of deatlL About living 
diaracters, even though they were alive only in the imagi- 
nation of tiie autlior, no writer would dare be so frank, 
because life, no matter wliat piying art and pliilosophy may 
make of it, retains its secrets somehow; but death throws 
open the avenue to every tbonglit and desire, and tliere is 
no shame, no regret, no attitude of the world tiiat can 
make any difference. Mr. Masters has given us tiie first 
Comedie Humaine in verse. 

Somff of Hugh OUui, By Jolm O, Neihardi. (The Mac- 
millan Co.) Mr. Neihardt has found himself as a poet in 
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this long namtiye of adyenturous life in the pioneer days 
of the West. The fervid breath of the poems in liis two 
previous volumes, "A Bimdle of Myrrh " and ''Man- 
Song" has been washed clean hj the vigorous mountain 
airs of this elemental song. I never doubted Mr. Nei- 
hardt's poetic powers, his gift of imagination, his evocative 
vision, Us extraordinary technical ability, but with rare ex- 
ceptions in his earlier boolcs he seemed to me to waste these 
unusual and natural poetic gifts upon unworthy subjects. 
His wasn't exactly the temperament to deal witii sensuous 
themes; he got all the magnificence, glow, desire, passion, 
there was to be gotten out of the flesh, but somehow it 
wasn't real, it was the elaboration of a Moreau painting, 
of Salome or of Herodias, without the spiritual interest 
which was there, however smothered by the insatiable thirst 
of the flesh. But in this new poem he touches life, power, 
beauty, spirit, the tremendous and impressive force of 
nature, and combines all these qualities in a narrative of far 
more convincing interest than any narrative Masefleid has 
told with the possible exception of ''Dauber," more human 
and real and powerful than Noyes has yet exhibited. Be- 
cause it is Western in setting, and treats the life of pioneer 
characters in poetic couplets, and therefore an experiment, 
is no reason why the reader accustomed to other materials 
in poetic narratives should slight this performance. Let 
me assure such a reader at the outset that this poem is an 
achievement of the highest order. The genius of American 
poetry is finding itself in such a poem as this; and a man 
of Mr. Neihardt's gifts employing them upon such hitiierto 
unworlced fields is showing the wonderful opportunities 
which exist in this countiy and its history for poetic ex- 
pression. The story of Hugh Glass* crawl across country is 
more remarlcable tiian anything I Icnow in contemporaiy 
poetry. It is intensified with episodes that hold one fasci- 
nated. This man crawUng the earth lilce a wounded beast, 
nursing a hate and vengeance that gives him the strength 
and determination to accomplish an excruciating and im- 
probable tasic, impresses himself upon the memory as no 
other episode in contemporary verse. 

B€9id0 the BlaehwtUer. By Norrey J§phs<m CCanar, 
(The John Lane Co.) Quoting the " Birth and Life of St. 
Boling" on his title-page this young poet gives us the key 
to his dreams in this volume. The poems are chiefly a 
celebration of Irish memories, inspired by a visit to that 
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country. He liiigs of her ftddt, ber l«irles» her romutie 
figwrci. her fpirit throvgh the mmaj mmtfertatkios we 
have m ock i ted with her Mstorf and mMptntiaoM. In the 
acctkm of "Sonnets and Soogi,* he eiqprcsMS hi well 
■odahitfd iFcrae a wtoMj of perannal themes. 

Th0 lAfki P0€t of OomU, By 8hmma» O 8k4§L 
(Goamie and MarshalL) Mr. O Sheel Is a poet who has 
awakened oat of a dream hi which he has seen the hnage 
of mj f itefj r and goes about the world l am e ntin g that H Is 
nowhere to be po ss r M cd. That dream has been of the dim 
and riiadowy mysticism of the Gettic Imagination. Why, 
with all this splendid and g or geou s riiaping of thoughts 
and desirei» these poignant and pierdng moods, these 
poems leave one nnsatisfled? Here Is beauty brimming 
over, and yet the cop of life Is empty. How does Inef- 
fectnality creep into one^s recognition of soch rich dreams? 
Here Is an art d i se mbodied as Shelley's, bot the angel of 
commonlcatSon was always there on those swift wings of 
Shelley's thonght and dream. Mr. O Shed Is an avowed 
disrifrfe of Yeats; he frankly apes his manner and bit 
sobstance; but like his master Images vanish, and what yon 
snatch is a handfol of empty sonlif^t. If one coold hold 
that snnUght, one would have kingdoms and principalities 
of the spirit; but lo! Ifs the InvlsiUe beams that your 
hand hc^ds to tefl you it is day vrfacn you look iqxm the 
open pafan. One rnds Mr. O SheeTs poems with dHight, 
however. They make one feel that not blood but wine Is 
running through the veins. Pure lyricism was never more 
perfectly wro u g ht In our day. Take poems like "He 
Whom a Dream Hatti Possessed,** "Thanksgiving for Our 
Task," "The Pitllessness of Desire,*' "The Lover Telleth 
How He First Saw His Lady, in the Month of May,** and 
the gorgeous "Field of Dust,** why here are good meas- 
ures of Mangan, RossettI, and Teats, darlcening the pulse 
with heavy luid daborate dreams and moods, and yet no 
recollection wtiatever of spiritual or physical experience. 
That it fascinates one has to admit; one cannot deny 
something vague and undefined tiiat haunts. They are dim 
ritual of mjrstical shadows where one embraces futilities. 

Bappho in LhUcom and Oik§r PoHm$. By WUHam AUm- 
omdT P0rcy. (Tale University Press.) It wouldn't be ex- 
travagant at all to say that " Sappho in Leukas " Is a mag- 
nificent poem. It Is one of the three long poems In this 
vokmie^"St Frands to the Birds," and "Girgenti" be- 
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ing the other two — gleaming with the pure radiance of 
beauty. Mr. Percy's art is woven in samite. Its sub- 
stance is of spiritual aspiration. It is full of the faith and 
wonder of youth but touched with humility, rapturous with 
bright unconscious grace. The longer poems are the best; 
into them the poet gets a lyrical fervor which vanish in 
the shorter ones where there is only a level glow of his 
mood. But ''Sappho in Leulcas" is ridily embroidered 
with austerity and passion. Sappho has seen the shepherd 
lad Phaon, and realises that the flawless and noble purity 
of her nature has been shattered by passion. The poem is 
a long confession to Zeus of the conflict between her old 
and her new self. The bitterness of her defeat overwhelms 
her when she succumbs to embrace the lad and passionately 
kisses his lips» only to And no fire» no lust in his blood; 
only the exalted and reverent worship for her divinity. 
The humiliation and defeat could only be washed clean by 
death. The poet has illuminated his poem with a wonder- 
ful vision whose radiance flows from the soul of Sappho 
with pure and appealing beauty. " St. Frauds to the Birds,** 
is hardly less beautifid with its vivid portraiture of that 
gentle Saint. 

Armageddon: A Modem Epie Drama <•» a Prologuo 
8erU$ of Scenes and an Epilogue Written Partly in Proee 
and Partly in Veree. By Stephen Phillipe. (John Lane 
Co.) Mr. Phillips comes nearer the power of his ** Herod ** 
and "Paolo and Francesca** days in this epic drama than 
anjrthing he has written of late. A touch of the Gredc 
motive and the Greelc method is in this woiic, and while he 
makes circumstances of the European war serve as the 
material of the drama the issues are more abstract and 
profound. The atrocities of the Germans form the basis of 
an argument whidi deals with the moral right to revenge 
them. And with this comes the question, not of national 
safety, but of actions and emotions that will preserve the 
faith of humanity and the world. The essence of this faith 
is presented in the opportunity which comes to retaliate 
upon the Cologne Cathedral the destruction that had been 
perpetrated against Rheims, and to save the woiid from the 
"barrenness of revenge** the spirit of Joan of Arc is 
evoked. The Epilogue, with its scene in Hdl where Attila 
is seen reporting his ravages to Satan, affirms the signifi- 
cance of the poet* s message, for though the Satanic biddings 
had been carried out his final utterance is a cry of agony 
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d to waft 

bpv to waft, aad knoviag bpv to waft is 

^OWy WtKTCVQT (HK oCSn p60ptC WOO 

poftifc tbej^ tokc the 
plaee of Edwto Arttsgtaii Rntiiwnn as granted. Thej wfll 
laj: We aie in a woodeifallf poetie period just now; we 
htKwe poets on the crown of Pamassns^ and thej' will name 
jroB Robert Frost, Amy LoweQ, Edgar Lee Masters, Anna 
HeoqMtead Brandi, Ridgefy^ Torrcnce, Oiive TUford Dar- 
gan, Louis Untennqrer, James O pp enlie im , Amdia Josephine 
Barr, Sara Tcasdale, and otbers, but on tiie topmost peak 
tliejr assume tiiat jau Imow the fdaoe is oocopied bjr tlie 
sUeot and lordlf figue of tliis singer. The first edition of 
"Captain Craig" was puUidied in 1909. It reached a 
second edition. Now tldrteen years later b this new edition 
with the additions of the '^Variations of Greek Themes," 
and the poem caDcd ''The Field of Gkny.** "Captain 
Craig" tells the storj of an old derelict picked np by a 
youth with an eye to character, to whom the captain dis- 
courses about his career, of life and its profound mysteries 
in relation to the souL It Is very largely a portrait of 
character, character from almost erery angle of human 
experience. But nerer was such pliilos<^>hlc wisdom salted 
with humor. From the poem one can choose more aphoristic 
saying than from any half dosen poems of the same length 
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in American poetry. There is also here the story of " Isaac 
and Archibald," tiie fine steel engraving of ''Aunt Imo- 
gen** the sjrmbolic "Book of Annandale,** and the shorter 
poems, among which is the glorious ballad of ** The Return 
of Morgan and Fingal,** as elaborately wrought with a dim 
vision as Browning's **Childe Roland to the Dark Tower 
Came^** and the famous ''Cortege'* which still haunts with 
its grim procession. The Greek quality in Mr. Robinson's 
art, the simplicity, tlie veiy balance and purity of his 
patiios and humor, his absolute recognition of fate and 
destiny in human circumstance, made it almost imperative 
that he should give us these paraphrases of the Greek 
poets which he has added to this edition of ''Captain 
Craig.** 

Horizom. By Robert Ald$n Sanbom. (The Four Seas 
Co.) Mr. Sanbom succeeds admirably in the new manner 
by dealing with the simplicities of experience. He observes 
life wistfully because it never ceases to be strange and 
despite its many complexities he retains a wonder that is 
well protected by his faith. His love of children is ex- 
quisite, and one suspects that his allowances for the faults 
of humanity is his belief that men and women are only, after 
all, grown up children. In such poems as "The Crowd,** 
and " The Laughter of the World,** though attacked by the 
pitifulness of much in human nature, he makes a brave 
affirmation of this aspiring faith. His verse is distinguished 
for its concentration, for its compact images. Both their 
charm and strength is in a grace of tenderness which over- 
flows from the children's poems into sterner substances. 

Th§ VaU of 8hadov>$ and Other V0r$0» of the Oreat War. 
By ClhUon Seollard, (Gomme and Marshall) Mr. Scollard 
has applied his melodious muse with its decorative images, 
which has always been associated with dreams of love, 
nature and chivalrous instincts, to the sterner duty of vision- 
ing the evils and horrors of the war. It serves him well in 
this as in his gentler moods. He hates war as every true 
poet of to-day must; he inveighs against Germany as every 
true American who loves freedom and justice must, and 
shows it by giving his poetic sjrmpathy to France, in " The 
Madonna of Tcrmonde,** " Louvain,** and " Rheims." What- 
ever the causes of the war, about which we are confused, the 
obvious responsibility for it he believes, is upon the kings 
of Europe. 

On the Romany Road. By Reno Oary ShefteUL (The 
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flrty gnMi^ for it the Qicitj ti 

wai be oae 
to deal vftk tabjccts ▼isaoBj, faf 
of ip rcri i ii 
■o^ of filie aad BatBre. A liMJlaiitj in the 
of their fl^jccts* the coatcBponfj UMgirt 
ffi^en ndkaDf froB the Vietorioi Pre-Rapfaocfite in the 
■fauiste frccdoB he sOovs hioHcif in the choke of subject 
\ aad c hi i i p o i u gy. Hk hMfapcBdence goes fBfther is reco^ 
^BMiBg no ethical or BKiral vmfaics hi the iohrtanrr of a 
theme. The Iiaagiit poets r e pf o du ce nabne Bore czactlj 
fai this tlMn anj of their cooteoporariei. Tct there it no 
lack of fpirftnal fef voi in their wovfc. It is tiie spiritnafity 
of a dear flame, lom ew ha t like tiie old pagan smrihiRty, 
tiiroogb which life came eoooentrated both in snbstaace and 
czprcssioii. The six poets whose work is inc h id c d in tlds 
Tfjhamt are Ridiard Aldington, H. D^ John Gookl Fletcher, 
P. & FHnt, D. H. Lawrence, and Amj LowelL Three of 
tliese are American and tlirce Fngiinh. Miss Lowell is on- 
donbtedljr the most gifted of all tlds group both in the 
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Tarletj and intensity of her art, tliougfa in all there is a 
strealc of genius wliich if not always above the surface of 
tlieir work, is discernible below it. In another American, 
H. D., there is a fascinatingly tenuous and fleeting qual- 
ity which baffles analysis; her art is as hard as a gem, 
but warm with colors flawless in purity. Richard Alding- 
ton's art at its best, is as forceful in imaginatlTe interest as 
Miss Lowell's, but he is not always as balanced and does not 
measure her more various and comprehensive human out- 
look. John Gould Fletcher, F. S. Flint and D. H. Lawrence 
are all possessed of extraordinarily vivid powers, and both 
their pictorial and emotional strength reach a high degree. 
Now all the poems of these writers are veined with roman- 
ticism, and yet nothing Is so realistic as the themes they 
deal with. They pretend to no careful selection of subject, 
and the subjects which they choose have no particular en- 
dowment of personal sympathy, yet all the attributes of a 
beautiful thing stands out as clearly as words can make 
them. Everything is said with the greatest economy of 
speech, yet nothing essential is omitted, and the result is 
that the power of suggestion was never more dynamic in 
contemporary verse. Imagist poetry seems to me the true 
romantic note in the art to-day. 

Th0 Song of Roland. TranslaUd into Bngliih V€r$€. Bjf 
Leonard Bacon, (Yale University Press.) The prise of the 
year to the translation of a masterpiece must go to Mr. 
Bacon for his rendering of ''The Song of Roland." This 
greatest and earliest of tiie Romance Epics stands, I believe, 
for the flrst time in this translation to English readers true 
to the figure in which Gaston Paris symbolised its greatness 
and beauty. **At the entrance of tiie Sacred Way," Mr. 
Bacon quotes him, ''where are arrayed the moniunents of 
eight centuries of our literature, the Song of Roland stands 
like an arch massively built and gigantic; it Is narrow, per- 
haps, but great in conception, and we cannot pass l)eneath it 
without admiration, without respect, or without pride." 
And Mr. Bacon coomients "that the Song of Roland is 
something more than a striking story. Consecrating the 
pursuit of the feudal ideal as it did, it must have become 
an ethical force of a positive type. Who can say what 
France may not have owed in her stormy formative years to 
a poem which so triumphantly celebrated that loyalty and 
sense of national unity of which the country stood in such 
bitter need? • • • At all events France owes to her flrst and 
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greatest epic the earliest example of that patriotism, that 
fine tendencj to act as an undivided nation, which has made 
I her a spiritual leader of the races of men.** 

I Th0 H<m0 Book of V^ne for Towng Polk9. Compiled 

hjf BmrUm B. Stovoneom, With Cover, and lUusirationt {» 
Color and Black and WMU by WiUy Poyamy, (Henry 
Holt and Co.) What Mr. Stevenson accomplished for 
adults In " The Home Book of Verse ** he succeeds in this 
volume in doing for children. He has made a collection 
so comprehensiye, well arranged and of such unusual quality 
that it is beyond question the most satisfactory work of 
its kind in our literature. It Is suitable for the child of 
six or seven, and keeps pace with the progress of the 
juvenile mind and interests as they grow, and still at seven- 
teen the youth finds in Its pages verse to satisfy its fancy 
and imagination, its sympathies and ideals. Beginning with 
Nursery rhymes and lullabies. It develops through child 
rhymes and jingles to more mature nonsense verse; fairy 
tales and Christmas follows; nature verse and rhymed 
stories then take up the pattern of arrangement; grades 
through the trumpet and drum period, in which an effort is 
made to teach true patriotism, concluding in the final appeal 
of ""Life Lessons" and ^'A Garland of Gold," the Utter 
a selection of the great poems for all ages. While Mr. 
Stevenson has drawn upon all the great range of classic 
verse for children, he has Included a body of verse not so 
well known but deserving the same share of popularity. 
In addition he has discovered many real gems that have 
not hitherto appeared in an anthology. The ^Home Book 
of Verse for Young Folks" Is as indispensable a posses- 
sion for the children as any material comfort a parent can 
give them. 

EivoTi to the 80a, By Sara ToaedaU. (The Macmlllan 
Co.) There Is in Miss Teasdale's art the purest song 
quality In American poetry. Her poems are brief, allur- 
ing and simple In expression. No mystery, no symbol, no 
Inexplicable allusions, are woven Into them. They are swift 
like swallows, with emotions; glittering and sparkling with 
the sunlight of love, on which an occasional shadow falls. 
The pain of love Is no less exquisite than Its joys. Love 
Is her great theme. Though there Is not a line In all these 
songs that has a touch of the maudlin or sentimentaL The 
mood Is always a common mood, but spontaneous, sincere, 
fresh with a new experience, passionate but not sensuous, 
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raptnrous but not riotous, graceful without being elaborate, 
infectious, captivating, with the fresh and familiar emo- 
tions of humanity. In the Elizabethan song4>ooks the love 
poetry was the natural speech of artistic emotions; those 
anonjrmous poets for the most part made love a delicate 
and exquisite decoration of moods; Miss Teasdale is natural 
in her moods and emotions, her speech is common language 
brightened and polished with simplicity, through which 
poignancy and exaltation runs lilce a golden weave. She 
is able to transmute any environment, any atmosphere, any 
circumstance, wliere the presence of love is found, into a 
fairyland of hope and surprise, into a sanctuary of human 
joy; and where the glory of love has faded, she luis the 
power to malce the sunshine a shadow because of it Though 
she sings of love orchestrally in these many songs taken as 
a whole, it is not her only theme in this book. Her imagina- 
tion is too vivacious, her visioning too curious not to see 
life many-motived, and so, but with the same melodious and 
evocative perceptions she sings of many experiences. There 
are tlie vignettes of travel, and in concluding her volume 
the s^^endid and passionate monologue on Sappho which 
is veiy ample evidence of her sustained imaginative powers. 

Th0 White M§$$0nger and Other Poems. By Edith M. 
Thonuu. (Richard G. Badger.) In the short dramatic 
piece called ^'The White Messenger** Miss Thomas paints a 
vivid ideal for the cessation of war. The scene is laid 
vaguely in central Europe and Uie time is in the future. 
Memories of the present war is still fresh in men's minds 
as the rumor of another great war to come is preparing a 
powerful empire for service. Among the nations the 
** White Messenger," a woman, mysterious in her powers 
and speech, has been wandering and preaching peace, and 
exhorting the peasantry to refuse to flght. All Miss 
Thomas' customary strength and beauty of poetic style is 
in this dramatic fragment. The other poems in the book 
deal with different ptiases of war and peace. 

ProeeeiUmaU. By John Cwrtii Undertoood, (Mitchell 
Kennerley.) Mr. Underwood is a progressive in both art 
and life. This voluminous collection of his poems deals 
with both in vigorous terms. His gncts are Uie g^ces of 
life rather than literature. He lades charm and subtlety in 
modelling his subjects, but what they lack in these two 
essential elements of poetic style they very nearly make up 
for l^ strength and dignity, l^ an almost passionate re- 
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Tk§ Dawn (Lu AMb0$). By EmXU V§rka0r0n. Trmu^ 
laUd by Arthur Lymom. (Small, Maynard and Co.) M. 
Verhaeren's most Important play was translated by Arthur 
Symons many years ago» but it has long been out of print, 
and I am glad to chronicle this new American edition. As 
Arthur Syrnona remarks in his introduction, *'the poetry 
of Emile Verhaeren, more than that of any other modem 
poet, is made directly out of the complaining voices of the 
nerves." This play, where the poefs inspiration uses to 
its finest height, is a plea for pacifism written long before 
the invasion of Belgium could ever have been imagined. In 
the fine nervous verse of Arthur Symons, so accurately re- 
flecting the subtlest cadences of the original, you may read 
with all the satisfaction of an artistic rendering what is 
probably the masterpiece of Belgian poetry and drama. 

Th$ Pilgrim Kings: Oreeo and Ooya and Oth§r Po§m$ 
of Spain. By Thonuu Walsh. (The Macmillan Ca), Mr. 
Walsh gives us in these poems the soul of Spain, tiirough 
her glories of the past and her realities of the present. 
Especially does he interpret the great traditions of the 
country's culture and religious spirit through the great 
artists, £1 Greco, Goya and Velasquei, at the same time 
painting most vividly the personality and genius of those 
rare men. In such pieces as ** Greco Paints His Master- 
piece," "The Maids of Honor," -Goya in the Cupola," and 
** Greco's Last Judgment" he paints in warm and glowing 
colors dramatic incidents in the lives of men who helped 
to make the country great in spirit and culture. And in 
many of these poems is the beautiful light of the great 
Church, its mysticism and symbols prefiguring the substance. 
Perhaps no poem in the book so impressively and power- 
fully renders the profounder mood of the country as 
-Egidio of Coimbra — 1597, A. D.," while in -Alhambra 
Songs " the poet gives us pictures and scenes of vivid inter- 
est. There are poems in Mr. Walsh's book that do not deal 
with Spanish subjects or life^ and in these he presents the 
same Rowing and melodious verse as in the more romantic 
themes. 

The Faith of Princes With a Sheaf of Sonnets. By 
Harvey M. Watts. (The John C. Winston Co.) The titular 
poem here is a soliloquy by Cesare Borgia, DuJce of Urbino, 
on the eve of ordering the execution of his creature, Ramiro 
d'Orco, at Cesena, being as the poet states an ** apologue 
for the times," and also a ** gloss, for this year of grace 1916, 
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on 'The Prince,' by Nicoolo MachiaTeUL** In using the 
figure of Borgia as the symbol of the idnd of statecraft 
"whidi dominates the warlike imperialism of Germany, tiie 
poet produces an effectiye and thoughtful piece of woric 
The reflections which he puts in the mouth of his tyrant 
on the gospel of Might making Right, and of divine per- 
sonal prerogatives of monarchy are full of ironic contrasts 
to modem governmental conceptions. The verse sweeps 
with dignity and rises at places in bold and impassioned 
images. The sonnets to various countries at war are very 
good. 

The Poet in the Desert. By Charles BrtH»e Wood, 
(Press of F. W. Baltes and Co., Portland, Oregon.) The 
Prologue to this lengthy poem is a picture of the desert 
whidi the poet describes in all its gloiy and beauty, its 
lonely and tragic significance. It is a rhapsody, poetically 
more appealing than the dialogue whidi follows between the 
Poet and Truth, in which the injustices of modem civilisa- 
tion are censured, and an ardent aspiration for social de- 
mocracy is voiced. When Mr. Wood is less conscious of 
the cause he preaches, as in the Prologue, and allows his 
muse to consider the bountiful and gorgeous array of na- 
ture, his poetry is full of fire and imagery sweeping on the 
wings of his free rhythms. There is a quality of nobleness 
in the poem to set us watching for Mr. Wood's future 
work with a keen interest and expectation. 

Poems. By Dana Burnet. (Harper and Brothers.) 
Hie significance of Mr. Buraef s art is in its visualising 
power; he presents without over-emphasis of either imago 
or emotion the essential spiritual characteristics in more 
themes than any poet has given us in a single book during 
the past two or three years. It is a subtlety in itself that 
reaches a little beyond art which enables him to sing of 
war as he does in "The Battle of Liege," **Christmas in 
the Trenches," or ** Albert of Belgium," or of •*The Sack 
of Panama," or tell the modem urban story of " Gayheart," 
or of "The Woolworth Buildings" or " From an 'L* Train 
Window," and make the subject vivid with its own essence 
while harmonising them all in a kind of spiritual pattern. 
Versatility is not the name to characterise such powers; it 
goes deeper, or higher, as one wills, into those regions 
where genius has its abiding secrets. The energy which 
produces upon such a scaler a scale which pitches no false 
note, is the true poetic energy. Few first books in the 
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past decade have so thoroug^f achieved for its author the 
security of place among the important poets of his day. 
The popular recognition which Mr. Burnet has won through 
his magasine work of the past two years will be turned by 
this volume into substantial and lasting admiration. 

Th0 PaetoriM vnth Other Lyriei. By Margaret Wid^ 
demer. (The John a Winston Co.) The title of Miss Wid- 
demer's volume does not wholly do Justice to the best of 
its substance. She has the power to maice a social theme 
poetic, but her art is very mudi lovelier, more imaginative 
and musical in those lyrics and songs where she surrenders 
to a mood or dream instead of being captured by an idea 
or conviction. When she surrenders her art is delightfully 
full of spells and intuitions; then life and love and nature 
pour their golden dreams into her heart 

The Cup of Comue: Pact and Fancy. By Madison 
Cawein, (The Cameo Press.) This posthumous collection 
of Madison Cawein's poems was gathered by Rose de 
Yaux-Royer, to be Imown as the ^ Friendship Edition," as 
it ''carries in its significance a testimonial of love and 
admiration for the author, extended by those wlio wish 
his last collected poems preserved for futurity." The edi- 
tion is limited to five hundred copies. 

Italy in Amu. By Clinton Beollard, (Gomme & Mar- 
shalL) Mr. ScoUard's second book related to the war, is 
devoted to Italy. Not only does it give voice to the soul of 
Italy in the present conflict, but expresses the tribute of 
love and veneration whidi the poet has for that historic 
nation, its glories and people The mellow music of that 
sunny land echoes in Mr. Scollard's rhythms, and will bring 
to his many admirers the enjoyment in his art which each 
book increases. 
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LIST OF IMPORTANT PUBLICATIONS 

DEALING WITH POETS AND 

POETRY 

MUton, By John BaiUy. (Heniy Holt and Company.) 
John Bailej, whose criticism has been for years the most 
▼aluable feature of the London Tim09 Weekly Review of 
Booke, has contributed to the Home University Library an 
exceptionally important study of MUton. The revivii of 
interest in the poet during the past three years has been 
accompanied by the publication of numerous books of 
biography and criticism. Though the present volume is 
probably the briefest of these, it is also the most compact 
and authoritative. It is a distinguished addition to Eng- 
lish criticism. 

A Walk in Other Worlde with Dante. By Marion S. 
Bainbridge. (E. P. Dutton and Co.) This volume is a 
reverent attempt to guide the reader through the winding 
paths of Dante*s cosmology and to render the subtleties of 
his vision more plain to the reader who approaches the 
poet for the first time and finds himself in a strange world 
in which it Is difficult to make one*s way. Much of Dante's 
symbolism is obscure because of its scholastic philosophy 
with which many of the present generation have lost touch. 
With this new handbook many obscure places in the 
reader's path will shine clearly. 

IFt7/iaffi Blake, Poet and Myetie. By P. Beryer, 
Authorial Tranelation from the French by Daniel H. 
Conner. (E. P. Dutton & Co.) This volume is the most 
important poetic biography published this year. The stu- 
dent of Blake who masters its contents will be compelled 
to sustain Swinburne's contention that this is the only 
adequate study of Blake. I wish that space permitted an 
analysis of its illuminating contents. The symbolic books 
whidi are the most essential fulfilment of Blake's purpose 
have been the subject of mudi elucidation by Ellis and 
Yeats, but M. Berger has interpreted them for the first 
time in a really orderly manner. The volume ranks with 
Ellis's Ufe of BUUce. 

Ooethe, with Special ConeideratUm of Hie PhUotophy. 
By Paul Came. (Open Court Publishing Co.) Although 
the volumes interpreting Goethe's philosophy are legion. 
Dr. Cams Justifies his new volume by its wealth of pie- 
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torial illustration and his translations of mudi fine poetry 
by Goethe hitherto inaccessible in English. These trans- 
lations are my reason for bringing the Tolume to the spe- 
cial attention of readers of poetry. 

Th0 Ballads. By HeUn Louise Ooksn, PhJ>. (Colum- 
bia UniTersity Press.) This is the first complete study of 
the ballade which has been published in England. Its 
exhaustive treatment of the ballade's history and tech- 
nique make it probable that it will last as the classical 
work on the subject for many years. After a minute re- 
search into the origins ot the ballade, its history in France 
from the end of the fourteenth century to Boileau is 
dironickd with special attention to its technical develop- 
ment and structural modifications. The middle English 
ballade is treated with equal thoroughness^ and many new 
En^ish and French medlwal ballades are here printed 
for the first time from the European manuscript sources. 
The main part of the book closes with a study of the nine- 
teenth century ballade, including the best contemporary 
French, English, and American work in this form. 
Poetry composed in the Puy, The Serventois, and the chant 
royal are studied in supplementary chapters, and the vol- 
ume is rendered complete by a careful bibliography of 
manuscripts and printed sources. 

CHtieal E9$ayi of th$ Bighte§%ih Century. 1700-1795. 
Edited by WiUard HigUy Durham, PhJ>. (Yale Uni- 
versity Press.) If Dr. Durham completes his announced 
series of texts of which this volume is the first, we shall 
have the first adequately representative body of eighteenth 
century criticism accessible to the reader. This volume in- 
cludes the most significant criticism published between 
1700 and 1795, and much of it is devoted to poetry. Here 
you will find representative essays by Charles Gildon, John 
Hughes, John Dennis, Farquhar, Steele, Addison, Pope, 
Lecmard Welsted, and Allan Ramsay. The reprint of Far- 
quhar's Discourse on Comedy is sufficient to make the vol- 
ume indispensable to the private library. 

Etiays and Studies by Members of the English Associa- 
tion ("Rhythm in English Verse, Shelley's Triumph of 
lAfe*')^ Oxford. At the Clarendon Press. 

Budyard KipUng. A Critical Study. By Cyril Palls. 
(Mitchell Kennerley.) While this volume is essentially a 
study of Kipling as a writer of fiction, I touch upon it 
here because the chapter in it devoted to Kipling's poetry 
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is a modd of sane urbane criticism. It is characteristic of 
Mr. Falls that he walks with somewhat excessive care be- 
tween two safe walls of fact, bat clinging to his object!^ 
limitatioDS he succeeds in saying the Just word about Kip- 
ling as a poetic artist 

7^ Teochmg of Poetrf t» tiU Hi^h Sehooh. By Arthmr 
H. R. Pairehild. (RiTerside Educational Monographs.) 
(Houghton Mifflin Ca) 

R0jlfr0$9niaH90 Bngliak Oom»di9$. WUk IiUrodmetofy 
Btiojft amd N0U9, An Hulofical Vino of Omr BartUr 
Comedjf, amd Otk§r Monographs by Varioui WriUn. 
Undsr ths O&nsral BdUonUp of CkarUs MiUs GayUy. 
Thres Volwmss. (The Macmillan Ca) The wealth of 
material contained in these three Tolumes which deal with 
English Comedy from the Beginnings to the Later Con- 
temporaries of Shakespeare cannot begin to be summarised 
here. They include a small library of the best English 
comedies by eighteen dramatists edited with a rich criti- 
cal apparatus, together with many monographs on histori- 
cal and critical aspects of English comedy and biographical 
articles by scholars of sudi distinction as Alfred W. P<d- 
lard, Henry Bradley, George P. Baker, George K Wood- 
berry, the late Edward IK^rden, Charles H. Herford, Sir 
A. W. Ward, Brander Matthews, George Saintsbury and 
many others, among whom the work of Professor Gayley 
is not the least yaluable. Apart from their yalue for col- 
lege work, they take their permanent place on the library 
shelf, to whi<^ later yolumes in the series will be added 
from year to year. 

Balpk Waldo Emsnon, By O. W. Pirkini. (Houghton 
Mifflin Co.) 

Tho PO0U Laur§aU of BngUmd: ThHr Biitory and 
Tk0ir Odes. By W. Porbes Oray, (E. P. Dutton & Ca) 
There was room for a history of the Laureateship in Eng- 
land since the days of Ben Jonson, and this volume sup- 
plies the want adequately. It tells us mudi that we are 
glad to learn about the less familiar laureates, including 
much pleasant literary gossip about eighteenth century 
worthies. 

Posts and PnrUans. By T. B. Glovsr. (E. P. Dutton 
&Ca) 

Lifs and Lsttsrs in ths Italian Rsnaissanes. By Chris- 
tophsr Ears. (Charies Scribner's Sons.) Christopher 
Hare Is known to us by many studies of life and manners 
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In the Italian Renaissance, but now be turns to the literary 
life of the period, and in his pleasantly allusiTe style, re- 
minding us often of Symonds in his pageantry of color, 
he introduces us to the life of Lorenso tlie Magnificent 
Poligiano^ Sannenaro, Puld, Boiardo^ and Ariosto, and 
translates much of the poetiy of the period. 

BrawiUnff StudUs. By Vemtm 0. HarrimgUm. (Rich- 
ard G. Badger.) Professor Harrington has here set down 
in their original colloquial style the lectures on Browning be 
has given for years to his students at Oberlin and Middle- 
buiy. Their informality is refreshing, while their sub- 
stance is sound and yaiuable. Teachers who are not too 
academic will find their students responding to it more 
heartily than to any other handbook I know. 

CantMnporary PortraiU. By Pramk Harrii. (Mitchell 
Kennerley.) This volume of calculated indiscretions is 
fascinating readings and valuable autobiography. Its 
frankness is not specially shocking. How far these papers 
are imaginary portraits it is difficult to say. They aim to 
convey faithfully without undue solenmitjr Mr. Harris's 
recollections of his friends and acquaintances, and if they 
sacrifice truth of fact to the higher truth of imaginative 
impression, we can scarcely complain, for tlielr vivacity is 
more than persuasive in its portraiture. Carlyle^ Renan, 
Whistler, Wilde, Davidson, Richard Middleton, Burton, 
Meredith, Branning^ Swinburne, Arnold, De Maupassant, 
Verlaine, Fabre, Maeterlinck, Rodin, and Anatole France 
successively pass before the reader. The execution of Mr. 
Harris's portrait is superb. 

Browniny Studiei. By V$mon C, Harrimyton. (Richard 
G. Badger.) 

The Oreek Tragic PoeU: Bmendationi, DiteuiMiom, and 
Critiei$m$ NoU$. By Jo^pk Edward Harry, (University 
of CindnnatL) 

Tk§ Songs, Hyrnm and Pray$r$ of tk§ Old T0$tament. 
By Charts* Poifr Ksnt. (Charles Scribner's Sons.) 

Chauesr and Hit Poetry. By George L. Kittridge. Lec- 
tures Delivered in 1914, on the Percy Tumbull Memorial 
Foundation in the Johns Hopkins University. (Harvard 
University Press.) 

The Life and Timee of Tennyeon. By Thomae B. 
Loumbmry. (Yale University Press.) This exhaustive 
biographical and critical woric upon which the late Pro* 
fessor Lounsbury was engaged and which he had prae- 
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8im Frmtdk P00U, BfmMu is CiiBliM^iiwf I M mw imn . 
Bf Awt§ LOW0IL (TW MfwinMi Coi^Miij.) Wm Xjam^ 
en perforoM a ftn— liii Krvice for AflMrftcm po^iT ^T 
Rsflnnii^ tf tuii uoK UK iMportBBoe of eoBieapoivjr 
Frcndi portrj. TIk kal n—i<f 1 of a ccati y hm wttn in 
Prance a poetic groop, aojr ooe of whoai woold 
titled bis period to ■■■■mi a poritioa of U^ 
In tikii ""^"'''tf of lectares ob Kniilp Vcrliaercay Afimt 
Samain, Rcmjr de Gonrmont, Henri de R^gnftr, Francis 
Jaamesv and Panl Fort, «e are int ro dn eed prri— riiily 
enough to six peisooaaties of cwnniandiny inflncnce on 
tikeir native literature^ woo are probafafy^ destined tiiTon|^ 
tiie efforts of sodi cr aftsm en as Miss L4mcll to influriifff 
oors as weiL In an easf ooofcrsatiooal style die gaides 
the reader to tlie most important achievement of each poet, 
dwelling Bghtljr on matters of objective fact, and pre* 
ferring rather to set examples of each man's poetry be- 
fore the reader rather than to oomment extensively on in- 
aoeessible sources. Each essay is preceded by a portrait, 
and about ooe hundred and twenty poems are published 
in Ihe original French and in an accurate prose transla- 
tion. Extensive bibliographies, not only of the woria of 
each poet, but of books to be consulted upon the subject, 
in an modem languages, add to the value of a volume 
wliich is an important piece ot literary pioneering. 

H^rmaia. A Simdy <a ComiparaUos EHk$tie9. By Cdbn 
MeAlpkL (E. P. Dutton & Co.) While this fanportant 
volume is devoted to the whole Aeld of comparative 
estiietics and more especially to music, its discussion of the 
rdation of poetry to nature as well as to painting and 
music is of fundamental importance as a contribution to 
the subject Mr. McAlpln has reasoned his conclusions 
profoundly and imaginatively, and the system of estiietics 
wliich be expounds succeeds more fnlty^ than usual in ex- 
plaining the relation of art and nature to mystical con- 
sciousness. 
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John M. Synge: A Fmo Pertonal BeeoUeetiont. With 
Biofftaphieal NoteM. By John ManfUld, (The Macmil- 
Ian Ca) Although this litUe book is so slight, it contains 
in its few pages probably the final personid word for all 
time on John Synge. Many books have been written, and 
many more will be written, about his elusive personality, 
but this brief record of fHeodship is the most real and 
sympatlietic picture of the man. As a work of art it ranks 
with Arthur Symons* study of Ernest Dowson. 

J€m99 Shirliy, Dramatiit. A Biographical and CrUieal 
Study. By Arthnr HunHnffton Noion. (Arthur H. 
Nason.) In this study of the principal dramatic poet of 
the rdgn of Charles I., Professor Nason of New York 
University has sought to trace Shirlejr's devek^ment as a 
dramatist through the various stages of his work from the 
early realistic plays to that ultimate romantic period dur- 
ing which much of his best poetry was written. The criti- 
cal survey is preceded by a biography of Shiriey which 
aims to disentangle the confusion of fact and fancy which 
has hitherto prevailed. This carefully documented study 
is a worthy contribution of American literary scholarship, 
not only as an objective analysis of Shiriey's career, but 
as a sympatlietic criticism of poetry. 

Edward RowkMnd HiU: Hit Life and Work. By WiUiam 
Belmont Parker. (Houghton MiflUn Co.) 

The Spirit of the American RevohUion ae Revealed in 
the Poetry of the Period. A Study of American Patriotic 
Veree from 1760 to 1783. By Samuel White Patterson. 
(Richard G. Badger.) This volume is interesting to stu- 
dents of poetry for a reason apart from the slender poetic 
merit of the verse written during the American Revolu- 
tion. It serves as a valuable illustration of the relation 
poetry bears to contemporary war, and a careful study of 
the volume will do much to explain the often chronicled 
fact that the stress of national emotion seldom produces 
poetry of high distinction until the heat of conflict is past 
and viewed only in retrospect Dr. Patterson's command of 
his material is competent, and his volume fills a real gap 
in our literary history. 

Viiione and Renieione: A Book of Literary Devotions. 
By John Cowper Powye, (G. Arnold Shaw.) 

Poetry. By Arthur QuiUer-Couch. (B. P. Dutton & 
Ca) Sir Arthur QuiUer-Couch's essay takes its place with 
dignity in the short series of distinguished apologies for 

261 



Digitized by 



Google 



poetry written in Fnglirii. It is one of tlie clatsical con* 
fcssions of fftith in poetry by a poet 

W. B. YsaU. A CrUieal Study. By Porr09t lUid. 
(Dodd Mead & Conqpany.) More complete, because more 
recent, tiian tiie stndy by Dr. Kraos, this volume is quite 
dispassionate in its sjrmpatby for the work of Mr. Yeats. 
Its studied frankness is refreshings and Mr. Reid has made 
some fine discriminations in poetic values. The early work 
of Mr. Yeats, abandoned by him, is discussed with the care 
which it deserves, and one of the chief services wtiich the 
volume performs is to BtDd the reader back to many early 
works. Hie chapter entitled ** Collaboration,'' in which the 
influence of Lady Gregory is frankly discussed, is prob- 
ably the most valuable in the book. Apart from its sub- 
ject, this volume has a Uteraiy significance of its own 
higher evefi than that of many others in the distinguished 
series to which it belongs. 

Paul Lawr0ne€ Ihmbar. By R. C. BoMiom. Phila- 
delphia. 

BabimdraMolh Tagof: A Biograpkieal Study. By Emest 
Bhys. (The Macmillan Co.) 

Babimdranath Tagore: Ths Mam <md Hit Poetry. By 
Ba$anta Koomar Bay, With an Introduction by Hamilton 
W. Mabie. (Dodd, Mead & Co.) 

Tk§ Study of Shaketpeare. By Htury Tktw Stspkti^ 
90%. (Heniy Holt and Company.) This compendious 
handbook by Professor Stephenson of the University of 
Indiana is designed for use in college classes and for pri- 
vate study. It contains in succinct form the biographical 
facts about Shakespeare, a description of London in 
Shakespeare's day and of the Elixabethan playhouse, brief 
chapters on sudi subjects as Shakespeare's verse and 
dramatic structure, and an analysis for students of eleven 
Kpresentative plays. It aims to appeal to the student's 
imagination by the power of suggestion, and for its fresh-- 
ness of treatment and individual outiook will be found an 
illuminating companion for the reader of Shakespeare. 

A Check LUt of Pint Edition* of the Works of BHee 
Carman. By Prederie Pairehild Sherman. New York City. 

Shakeepeare't Environment. By Mrt. C. C. Stopee. (G. 
BeU & Sons, Ltd.) 

The Influence of the Popular Ballad on Wordeworth and 
Coleridge. By Charlee Wharton Stork. (Modem Language 
Association of America.) 
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Bob$rt Louit 8twn$on: A Critical Study. By Fromk 
Switm^rton, (Mitchell Kenneriey.) 

8om0 T9wtual Difieulti^t m 8hak€sp0ar0. By Charls* 2>. 
Bt0wart, (Yale Uniyersity Press.) This Tolume has al- 
ready earned the cordial praise of manjr Shakespearean 
students. It brings the viewpoint of a literary artist to 
bear upon forty famous crucial passages in Siakespeare 
whose meaning has been held to be Insolubly obscure, and 
from internal evidence he oifers persuasive solutions of 
them to the reader. It is the most distinguished volume 
of Shakespearean criticism published for several years, and 
its alert interpretation is so keen that it is lifted from 
the plane of philological research to the dignity of per- 
manent literary criticism. 

Mauriee Maet^rlmek. A Critieal Study. By Una Tay- 
lor. (Dodd, Mead & Co.) Were this merely an adequate 
critical study of a great imaginative artist in the drama, 
it would claim a place here. But it is more than that. 
It contains the first careful estimate of Maeterlinck as a 
poet, and the reader of this volume will be introduced to 
Maeterlinck's lyrics by an artist in appreciation. The ex- 
position of Maeterlinck's philosophy of nature reveals a 
new angle in the poet hitherto not much dwelt upon, and 
the volume as a whole is a sane estimate of the man and 
his work, which avoids the two prevalent attitudes of his 
critics toward disparagement on the one hand and adulation 
on the other. 

Ettayt on MUton. By Elh§rt N. S. Thompson, PkJ>. 
(Yale University Press.) These studies are written from 
the viewpoint of a poet in a style of much literary charm. 
Critical rather than biographical, they aim to trace Mil- 
ton's literaiy development steadily through the various 
stages of its fruition. They are intended as a necessary 
introduction to the serious reading of Milton's poetry and 
prose. A valuable feature of the volume is the extensive 
study of Milton's sources in ''Paradise Lost" 

Th0 Salon and Engli$h L0tt§rt, ChapUrt on the In- 
torrelationf of Literature and Society in the Aye of 
Johneon. By Chauncey Breweter Tinker. (The Macmil- 
lan Ca) The social background of Dr. Johnson's times 
have their interest for the student of poetry who reads 
this book, for the manners of a time so productive of in- 
tellectual pleasures are fundamentally interwoven with the 
verse of the time. Dr. Johnson, Goldsmith, and many 
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others flit across these pages pleasantly, and the drama of 
hiuestoddng literary patronage is enacted before our eyes. 

JLt/# amd WrUimgs of Alfred, Lord Tenmf^on. By Arikmr 
TmnUmiL (Charles Scribner's Sons.) 

Erw$9t Dow9on, 1888-1897. R0mlm»e9ne4i, Unfhtb^ 
U»k0d L9tUr9 amd MargimaUa. By Victor Plarr. (Gomme.) 
Bmest Dow8(m was a product of and belonged to that 
indefinite movement of English literature whid^ Mr. Hol- 
brook Jackson has crystalliied as the " Bighteen-Nine- 
ties." It was a movement that had a great many vague 
intentions; it dealt chiefly and poignantly in the substance 
of emotions which need not have a very deep root in the 
conmioner realities of life. Of the poets of this movement 
the soil of flowering was in tliat now glamorous organisa- 
tion known as "The Rhymers' Club,** two of wlioin the 
fatality of death kissed as their buds of genius were be- 
ginning to open to a larger and wider recognition. Lionel 
Johnson and Ernest Dowson were these two poets. John- 
son had a good many strings to his lyre; Dowson but few, 
but these few he played with incomparable perfection* 
TUs Uttle memoir is exquisite in its writings affectionate 
in retrospect, charming in its commentary on the habits 
and diaracteristics of the poet wlio was all sorts of ad- 
mixtures of shjmess and boldness. Almost a half of the 
little book is a discreet selection from Dowson's corre- 
spondence to the author. If they were not the letters of 
the author of those flne^ fragrant poems illumined with 
Latin simplicity which we have all admired, they would 
scarcely attract the reader's interest; they form the lisping 
of a child-spirit who was a Uttle bewildered with life and 
wlio is more or less contented with its own absorption of a 
few dreams. For all who have Arthur Symons's Memoir and 
Mr. R. H. Sherard'Sy tliis one by Victor Plarr cannot be neg- 
lected. It is not that one wants really to learn anything 
new about Ernest Dowson, but to get a fuller flavor of the 
mysterious personality who wrote in English and in the 
England of the nineteenth centuiy with the g^raoe, charm 
and simplicity of CatuUus and Prqpertius. 

Babindranatk Tagor0. The Mtm amd Hit Po4try, By 
BasatUa Koomar Boy. (Dodd, Mead & Ca: $iSS.) Mr. 
Roy informs us that it was not, as we supposed, the re- 
ligious influence of Tagore's poetry which made him so 
universally popular with his countrymen, but that it was 
the patriotic Inspiration of the verse; tliis in spite of the 
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fact that his genius is supreme in the mystic and religious 
symbolism of such art as the ''Gitanjali" poems. He is a 
sympathetic and informative native biographer and gives 
us Just enough of Bengali Ufe and affairs to explain 
Tagore's art and personality; but we are dissatisfied that 
be does not go deeper and more extensively into the in- 
influences of that vague country whidi produced Tagore. 
Babindranaik Tagore. A Biographieal SUtdg. By 
Bm49t Bhy9, (Macmillan Ca) Mr. Rhys gives us a 
good interpretation oi Tagore's spiritual background, and 
tells us in little fragments something of the poet's family; 
childhood and youth; but there is no environment, no at- 
mosphere to make them reaL The study is comprehensive 
as far as it goes as an elementary interpretation of 
Tagore's work and Mr. Rhys' consummate skill as a lit- 
erary critic gives the book the value it possesses. 

Zwdg, Stefan. EmiU Verha^fn, Houghton Mi£Sin Co. 
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THE MAGAZINE SUMMAEY 



Hie tekcHoiif in tbe *" Antholoor ** this fear are 
from an cxaminatkm of orer twcnty-flTe pnblicattoosy in- 
dnding nMMitlilies» qnarterliety weekUes, and dafljr neva- 
papera. Tbe alphabetical list of poets gNen at the end of 
this Tohmie r e pre sents the titles of all the poems printed 
in a seore of periodicals all orer the conntiy. Witii the 
poems taken from the newspapers there is indexed in tiiis 
list fife bondred and thirty poets and aboot fifteen hun- 
dred poems. Tbe soorces from wfiicb the best poems are 
selceted are bidicmted hi the text of the *" Anthology." 

I am able to gjtwe here a complete summary of thirteen 
magasines. In the two hundred and dght numbers of 
these magarincs there were puUished during the twelve 
months from October 1914 to Septemb e r 1915 a total of 
seven hundred and seventy-two poems, of which three hun- 
dred and ten were poems of distinction. Tbe total num- 
ber of poems printed in each magasine^ and the number 
of the distbictive poems are: Tk§ C0mimry, total 09, 96 
of distinction; 8cfiXm§f*9, total 49, 10 of distbietion; TU 
Ponm, total 51, 90 of distinction; Tk$ Sw^art 80t, total 
131, 99 of distbietion; Harper's, total 48, 90 of dlstincUon; 
Po0try: A MagaaAms of Vwm, total 198, 59 oi distinctions 
TA# B«Umam total 48, 96 of distinction; Bvsrybody'M, total 
16, 7 of distbietion; Ths Ma$te€, total 6^ 99 of distbie- 
tion; Th0 Omtlook, total 17, 19 of distinction; The YaU 
B09UW, total 17, 11 of distbietion; The North Amerieam 
Review, total 99, 11 of distbietion; Poet Lore, total 47, 98 
of distinction. 

For obvious reasons I have taken tiie year from Octo- 
ber to September instead as formerly from January to 
December. The advantage in doing so gives me an op- 
portunity in making the records more complete as well as 
bringing the publication of tiiis volume in mid-autumn. 
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ARTICLES AND REVIEWS OF POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED DURING 1915 

Th0 aHiel0$ im thi$ Uit ar§ not eonfhmL to tJU $nbi§et9 of 
\dm0rieam po0t9 or po§try, biU eov4r $ueh artieUM and 
r0tfi$w9 tkiU deal with HU itib}§et in Amorioan pnblieatiom. 
Whik th0 U»t i$ 0mt0nti9§ U is not elaimod to b§ eompUU 
Hneo i$ was impostibU to 0»am i m§ eortain iisnss of tomo 
papoTM and poriodieah wki^ was inUndod for inekuion. 
It provides, howovsr, a vahtablo worMng soureo of rofor^ 
onesi for anijf who wish to mako a eriUoal itndf of eon* 
Umporary pootry oUhor Amoricam or Bnropean, In mah- 
(mg tk4 indsm conform to tko titUs, ospsdaUy to ike ro- 
views in Utsrary newspapers, U has been neeeesairp for eon- 
v e nie n ee to supplemeM ^ tMee with nasnee of anchors amd 
vo lwme s. 

^A, E." Irish Mystic and Economist, by K A. Boyd, 

North American Review, August. 
A. E., The Poetry of, by Llewellyn Jones, The Little JB#- 

view, l£ag, 
A Genius Whom the War Made and Killed (Rupert 

Brooke), by J<^ce Kilmer, N, 7. Times Magazine Sec 

Hon, September, 19. 
Aiken and His Art, Conrad, by William Stanley Braith- 

waite, Boston Transcript, February 90. 
American Poetry, by Dorothea Lawrence Mann, The Forum, 

February. 
American Poet, An (Richard Osborne), by Oscar Fay 

Adams, Boston Transcript, March 10. 
America's Ou^ut of Poetry in 1914^ and the Thirty Poems 

of Distinction, by William Stanley Braithwaite, Boston 

Transcript 21, 1914. 
Anon. Mentioned for the Nobel Prise, A Study of " Hu- 

mills," by Dr. I. Goldbergs Bof<oi» Transcript, January 

IS. 
Another Genius Dead in War (Rupert Broolce), by Edward 

J. O'Brien, Boston Transcript, May 99. 
ApoOo Indicted, by Will Hutchins, The Forum, July. 
Armenia Finds Her Edgar Allan Poet Arshag Tchobanian, 

First Man of Genius to Interpret His Race in Terms 

that have won European Regard, by K« M. Buss, 

Boston Tnmseript, April 7. 
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Arents of Poetry, The, by Ricfaaid Bnrtoii, The BM- 

flMM, F^brmary IS. 
Arrows in the Gale (by Arturo Gtovaimitte) Review by 

Harriet Monroe, Poetry: A Magazme of Voree, 

Aprik 
Autlior of Semitones, Tlie (Alfred Abemethy Cowles), 

by William Stanley Braithwaite, BoiUm Tnmieript, 

AprU 7. 

Belgian Literary ReriTal, Tbe^ by William Aspinwall 
Bradley, The Booktmam, Pebrmary, 

Bdgiimi*8 Poet: Smile Verhaeren, 1^^ R. A. Scott-James, 
The BeUmm^, April S. 

Belgium's Poet Laureate (Verhaeren) l^- Benjamin M. 
Woodbridge, The Dial, September 9. 

Ben6t, William Rose (toL The Falconer of God), by 
Dorothea Lawrence Mann, The Poetry Journal, Jmme. 

Benson's Poems, Monsignor, l^ Thomas Walsh, N. F. 
Timee Review of Booke, July 18. 

Bierce^ Personal Memories of Ambrose, by MaHey Bill- 
iard, The Bookmom, February. 

** Big Things" in Poetry, by Van Wydc Brooks, The New 
BepubUe, Match 90. 

Biography of a Poet, The (Edward Rowland Sill), by 
Edwin F. Edgett, Boeton Tran e er ip t, February 90. 

Books of Poetry, The (vols, by John Gonld Ftetcfaer, 
Lafcadio Heam, Laurence Binyon), by Mitchdl Daw- 
son, The Little Review, Auyuet 

Borel, Petrus, by Arthur Symons, The Forum, June. 

Botrel, Theodore, Hie French Laureate, l^ Anon., N. 7. 
Timee Magazine Section, July 18. 

Bridges, The Poetry of Robert, by L. W. MUes, Sewemee 
Review, June. 

Bronte, Charlotte, Unpublished Poems Found, by A. C 
Benson, N. Y. Timee Mayazine Section, April 18. 

Brooke^ The Poetry of Rupert, by St John G. Errine, 
North American Review, September, 

Brooke, Rupert, A Postcript, by Milton Bronner, The 
Boohnutn, September. 

Brownings by Dublew Cubed, N. F. Timee Review of Booke, 
September B. 

Brownings, New Light on the, by William Stanley Braith- 
waite^ BoiUm Traneeript, February 97. 
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Browning^s Women (Ethel Colbarn Mayne's ''Browning's 
Hen^nes"), by Clark S. Northup, Th4 Dial, April 1. 

Bums, Robert, bgr Padraic Colum, The Nma BepubUe, 
Jamutrjf 9S, 

Catholic Living Poets, The, Th§ CathoUe World, February, 

Cawein, Madimi, by Jessie B. Rittenhouse, N. T. TimM 
B09t#iD of Book; January S. 

Challenge (yoL by Louis Untermeyer), by Dorothea Law- 
rence Mann, The Pootry Journal, May. 

Chanteder of Rostand, Hie, by Irene Sargent, Th$ OoUm- 
node, June. 

Chanty-Man Sings, The, by William Brown Meloney, 
Bverybody'e Magazine, Auguei. 

Chaucer and Langland, by Harriet Monroe^ Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, September, 

Chiefly Verse (vols, by Norman Gale^ Grace Fallow Nor- 
ton, Robert Underwood Johnson, Gervaise Gage, Wil- 
frid Wilson Gibson), by Richard Burton, The BeU- 
man, January 9. 

Choric School, Introduction to tlie, by Esra Pound, Othere, 
A MagaxSne of New Veree, October, 

Claudel's East, Paul, by Anon., The New BepubUe, !)•• 
eember 19, 1914. 

Claudel, The French Walt Whitman, Paul, by K. M. Buss, 
Boeton Traneeript, November 18, 1914. 

Colyumist and Pote, l^ Howard Brubaker, The New Be- 
public, February 14. 

Contemporary Poets, Some study of Amy Lowell, Edgar 
Lee Masters, Robert Frost, Dana Burnet, Conrad 
Aiken, Vachel Lindsay, Arthur Davison Ficke, Edwin 
Arlington Robinson, Anna Hempstead Branch, Fannie 
Steams Davis Gifford, Brian Ho<^er, Olive Tilford 
Dargan, James Oppenheim, Charles Hanson Towne, 
John Gould Fletcher, Alfred Abemethy Cowles), by 
William Dean HoweUs, in the 6aey Chair, Harper'e 
Magazine, September. 

Contemporary Poetry and the Universities, by Alice Corbln 
Henderson, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Jaunary, 

Cunon as a Poet, Lord, Beedy'e Mirror, July 90. 

Dante and America, by Walter Littlefidd, N, 7. Timee 
Beti^w of Booke, May 9. 
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DutgjUk tm a Ljrk Poet, Mn^ by '^inUtam Stanly Braitib- 

waite, Bottom Tnauleript, Docombor U; 1914. 
de Gonniioiit, Rcnqj, bj Richard Aldiiiftoii. Tko LUtU 

BooUm, May. 
Det Imagifltest An Antfaology, b^ AUee Gorblii Hgnd e raon, 

Pooiry: A Mofmim/t of Vt—, Octobor, 1914. 
Diabolic in Poetry, by Stephen PhiUlpf, Tko Bookmtm, /««#. 
DIddMon, EmUj (vol The Shigle Hound), by Richard M. 

Hunt, Tk€ Pootry Jomrmal, M09. 
Dowion the Myite r kms , by WlUlam Stanley Braithwalte, 

Bottom Tromtofift, J mm marj f 9. 
Drake, Joeeph Rodman, by A. Elwood Comings Tko Book- 

mam, /«%. 
Drinkwater, John, An Appreciation, by Bfilton Bronner, 

Tho Bookmam, Jmmo, 
Dynasts on the Stage, The, by William Archer, Tko NoHom, 

Doeootbor 04, 1914. 

Early Imagist, An (Emily Dickinson), by F.Hisbcfh Shqiky 
Sergeant, Tko Now BopubUo, Amgmot 14. 

Eighteenth-Centory Poetry, by H. A. Bard, Sowamoo Bo- 
viow, Jmmo, 

Elisabethan Tragic Tedmiqne (roL Evolution of Tedrnkfoe 
in Elisabethan Tragedy, by Harriet Ely Fansl^, 
Ph. D.), by Garland Greever, Tko Diai, May IS. 

Emerson, a Mystic who Lives Again in His Jonmals, by 
Warren Barton Blake^ Tko Ponm, Doeomibor, 1914. 

English Literature In France, by Emile Legoois, Tko Yolo 
Booiow, AprlL 

English Poets of the Hour (vols, by John Masefidd, Wil- 
frid Wilson Gibson, W. J. Dawson, Alfred Noyes), 
by William Stanley Braithwaite, Bottom Tramoeript, 
Dteombor 5, 1914. 

Falconer of God, The (William Rose Benet), by Thomas 

Walsh, N. F. Timoo Rooiow of Book$, J mm marj f S. 
Fantastic Solutions of Some Shakespearean Cruxes. Some 

Textual Difficulties in Shakespeare, by Charles D. 

Stewart), by Samuel A. Tannenbaum, Tko Dial, 

AprU 16. 
Ftdce's Sonnets, Mr., lyy Fkyd Dell, N. 7. Tkmoo Booiow of 

Book$, Fobrmary 91. 
Five Women and tiie Muse (vds. by Corlnne Roosevdt 

Robinson, Amelia Josephine Burr, Amy Lowell, Har- 
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rlet.Moiiroe» Agnet Lee), by William Stanley Bndth- 
waite, Bo$t<m Trmueript, NovHmb^r 98^ 1914. 
Fletcber'8 Ytnt, Mr^ by An^ Lowell, Th$ N0W BspitbUe, 

Matf 15. 
Folk-Songs of Greece Under the Turl^ by Perikles Melkm, 
witli Metrical Versions by Bdith M. Thomas, Po§i 
Lor; N€w Y0ar'$ Nwmb^r, 1915. 
Fort, Hie Poetry of Panl, by Richard Aldington, Tk$ LU- 

%U B09i0w, Majf. 
French Poets and the War, by Remy de Gounnont, trans- 
lated by Richard Aldington, Po€iry: A Mapatim4 of 
V§ri0, Jmmary, 
From Kilmer to Kabir, by Richard Burton, Tk^ Bellmam, 
. Moff 8. 
/Frost, Robert, by Edward Gamett, Atkmtie Monthly, 
( Amgn$%, 

\ Frost, Thoughts on Robert, by Eunice Tietjens, Th§ Lo$ 
) V Ang4h$J3bu4^ie^ugMit iW. 

/ FrMTlCoEer^ NewXmerican Poet, by WiUiam Stanley 
>-«.^Braithwaite, Bo$Um Trameript, May 8. 
Frosfs ** North of Boston,** Robert, by Loois Untermeyer, 
Chicago B90ming Po$i, April 16. 

Genteel American Poetry, by George Santayana, Th0 N^w 

B^pubUe, May 98. 
German Mind in a Gentler Mood, The^ Women Poets who 

Leare War Untouched (Erika Rhehisch, Ina Seidel, 

Ilse Reicke, Anonymous), by Dr. L Goldbergs Boston 

Transcript, AprU 19. 
Glovannitti, Arturo^ by Vittorio Racca, The CoUmnadc, 

March. 
Giorannitti, Poet with a Wqp, by Kenneth Macgowan, 

Tho Forum, Oetobor, 1914. 
Give Him Room, A Plea for the Poet, by Harriet Monroe, 

Poetry: A Magazine of Vorss, May, 
Goethe and German Egotism, by George Santayana, The 

New BepnbHc, Jannary 9, 
Growth of the Classical in Wordsworth's Poetry, by James 

W. Tupper, 8ewane§ Beview, February. 

Hardy's "Dynasts" Staged, by Rebecca West, The New 

BspubUe, Dseember 96, 1914. 
Hardy, Poet-Noirelist, Thomas, by Edwin F. Edgett, Boston 

Transcript, Dseember 80, 1914. 
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View, Wf 
Tk0 Snf tUfmhSe, Jmm UL 

to^ bf Camnd AflscB. n# S^m 

or MjvpiA (viri. Soiw IiMgift Fpetss As Atfttol- 

ogj), b^ OoBmd AflseB. n# iS i ftf /■■mai^ /aiy. 
TW FlMe o^ fay Camnd ASbtm^ Tk§ Mmm JU- 

rMU, Mmf & 
iMgfrt, A SL Lodb, fax WOBmi Marion Rcedjr, £m^« 

Jfirmr, ^jprtf »w 
loMfbts nd Hieir Foetiy, PioMcr Wotlsen fa tbe Latest 

Artlslfe Celt, fay WUIiMi SCaaky Braitfamile, BoH^m 

Trmmacrifi, AfvU 91. 
Tmegkti of To-day md, Notes on Foetiy, by EHiioe 

Tletjcns, Tib* Lo9 Auf^im Ormpkic, /«% SL 
IfflBigraiit Idealtod, The (mL by Witter ByBner), bf 

Wmiam Stanly Braitlnraite, Bmim TmmBuipi, Jmm§ 

19. 
In the Footsteps of Omar Khi^TaB, by J. P. CoIUbs. Bo^ 

<oa rrMWCT*<p<, May 19. 
Inspiratkm of a Poet, Hie, fay Yacfad Lindsay, BoaUm 

Tr m m t c ri fi , Febmary d. 
Irish Uterary Movcmeot, The^ by Padraic Colnm, Tfts 

Irish Poets and Fairies, by Eunice Hetjens, I^os AwgaUa 

Grapkie, SefUmb^r 11. 
Is Poet^ Set Free? by Edward J. (TBrien, Th§ Po§try 

Jomrmal, Map. 
It's Inner Meaning (of Imagism), by Harriet Monroe^ 

PoHry: A Mapadms of Von0, S^pUwtb^r. 
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Johnson, Lionel, by Edward J. O'Brien, Po0t Lar§, Swaunet 

Number, 1916. 
Johnson, Lionel, by T. K. Whipple, Mid^W4$t Magagm; 

February. 
JoUj Beggars, The, by William Marion Reedy, Reedy'i 

Mirror, Jijmuary S9. 

Keman, W. H^ An Appreciation, by Harris Dickson, 

Th0 Boohmau, J<jmuary, 
Kilmer, The Poetry of Joyce, by Thomas Walsh, Th$ 

CathoUc World, December, 1914. 

JLaforgue^ Jules, by James Hundser, North Ameriecm JR#- 

^fiev), July. 
Life and Edgar Lee Masters, by Eunice Tietjens, Th$ Lo9 

Ang§Ui Oraphie, July 3. 
Lindsay Vachel, by Hellen BuUis, N. 7. T%m0$ JRmMo of 

Book; April 11. 
Lindsay, Vachel, A Uncoki Turned Poet, by William 

Stanley Braithwaite, Bo9ton Trameript, February 13. 
Literary Impulse of Modem Greece, Ibe, by Aristides E. 

Phoutrides, Po0t Lore, Now Tear^i Nwmbor, 1915. 
Literature of the Belgiums, Hie, l^ CSiarles C Clarke, Tho 

YaU Rem9w, January. 
Listener, The (William Stanley Braithwaite, Olive Tilford 

Dargam), l^ Edward H. Qement, BoiUm Tranteript, 

November 95, 1914. 
Longfellows of Braail and Argentina, by Dr. I. Goldbergs 

BoeUm Tramcript, October 91. 
Lowell, Amy (voL Sword Blades and Poppy Seed), by 

Richard M. Hunt, Tks Poetry Journal, Jume. 
Lowell's Discovery, Miss, Polyphonic Prose, by John Gould 

Fletcher, Poetry: A Magaziue of Veree, AprU. 
Lowell, On Our Coming Shelleys, by William Stanley Braith- 
waite, Boston Trameeript, June 9. 
Lowell (voL Sword Blades and Pqppy Seed), by Lools 

Untermeyer, Chicago Bveniny Poet, July 9. 
Lutanists of Midsummer, Hie, 

I. (vols, by George Cronyn, Alice Wilson, Horace 
Hdley, Vance Thompson), by William Stanley 
Braithwaite^ Boeton Traneeript, July 91. 
IL (vols, by Brian Hooker, James Stq>hens, Stephen 
Phillips, Danid Sargent), by William Stanley 
Braithwaite^ BoeUm Trameripi, July 98. 
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IIL (vob. by Lmucnee Bfajoa, L. Fierce Omik, Wil- 
Uam Cmrj Sanger, Jr^ Fuller MlUer, C Victor 
Stflhly Muy Artcnlsle KaHiboryt Tcniple 
Oliver), bjr William Sbml^ Braitliwaae, Bm- 
los T r uuse r ip i, Ampui 4. 

IV. Edwin Ariington Robtoson, hj '^IHlliam Stenkj 

Braitliwaite^ Bottom Tnm§eripi, Amput ISL 
V. (vols, by John RqsmU Hi^rea» StweniM O Shed), 
b7 WOiiam Stanlcx Bnitfawaite, Bo^Um Tnm- 
ieripi, Am$u$t 1%, 

VI. (toIs. hf Fercj MacKaje^ Clinton ScoUard), by- 
William Stanley Braitliwaite, Bottom Trom- 
•erifi, AmfH 9i. 
VIL (vols, hf Morris Roaenfdd, John Cortis Under- 
wood, Gertmde McGiiTert), by William Stanley 
Braithwaite, Bottom Trmueript, Boptombor 1. 

Ljric Poetry in Germany from War to War, 

L by Louise Mallinckrodt, Tko Cohmmmdo, Docombor, 

1914. 
II. January. 
III. ApriL 

Magasine Foetry on the Upgrade^ Tko Los AmgoUt Orapkie, 

Dteomhor 9^ 1914. 
Magic Merchandise (toL by William Rose Benet), by Louis 

Untermeyer, CUeago Evowimg PoH, Dtcomiber 11, 1914. 
Mantle of Eugene Field, Tbe^ by William Trowbridge 

Lamed, Tht Boohwutm, MarcK 
Marinetti, An Appreciation of, by Anne Simon, Pott Lor; 

Amtwmm Nwmbor, 1914. 
Marldiam, Edwin (toL Hie Shoes of Happiness), by 

Blandie Shoemaker WagstalT, Tkt Pottry Jomrmal, 

July. 
Markham's New Book of Verse, Edwin, Anon. N. F. 

Timet Book Rtvitw, Jmmt 90. 
Masters, Edgar Lee, by William Marion Reedy, Bttdft 

Mirror, April 93. 
Matter with the Poets, Tbe^ Robert Haven Schanffler, 

Norik Amtrieam Rtviow, Btctmhtr, 1914. 
Medieval Boy, The, by L. F. Sulimann, Bttdy't Mirror, 

Dtetmbtr 18, 1914. 
Metrical Freedom and the Contemporary Poet (vols, by 

Arthur Stringer, Amy Lowell, Harriet Monroe^ George 
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sterling), by Arthur Davison Ficke, Th$ Dial, /oim- 

Ofjf 1. 

Migration of Poets, A, by Nathan Haskell Dole, TA# B«U- 

MOM, April 94. 
Milton Once Mor^ by Stephen Phillips, 7A# BsUmam, 

Jwm4 5k 
Modem Epic of War, A (Hardy's ** Dynasts "), by Ellen 

Fitsgerald, Poetry: A Magasoine of Vmr*; March. 
Modem German Poetry, I. 11, by Reginald H. Wilenski, 

Poetry: A Magazins of V0r90, Jaitma/ry aimd February, 
" Modem " Poetry, by Lyman Bryson, The CoUmmad; Sep* 

Umber. 
Modem Verse x A Conjecture, by Stephen Phillips, The 

BeUmam, J%iy 31. 
Mona Back to Fairyland, From, by Philip Greeley Clapp, 

Boeton Traneeript, March IS. 
Monroe's ''Yon and I," Miss, by Edgar Lee Masters, 

Beedy'e Mirror, January 99. 
Mistral, Frederic, l^ Elisabeth Shepley Sergeant, The Cew 

tury Magazine, July. 

Nationalism in Art, by Amy Lowell, Poetry: A Magazine 

of Veree, October, 1914. 
Neglected English Poet on the Battle of Ostend, A. by 

Christian Gauss, The Nation, November 5. 
Negro-Minstrelsy, by Brander Matthews, Scribner'e Maga- 
zine, June. 
New Hellenism of Oscar Wilde, The, by William Chislett, 

Jr., Bewmee Beviow, Augnet. 
New Found Poem of Olirer Goldsmith, A, by Walter Jer- 

rold. The Bookman, November, 1914. 
New Freedom in Verse, The, William Aspenwall Bradley, 

The Bookman, April. 
New Poems by the Brownings, by Richard Burton, The 

Bellman, April 3. 
New Poetry, Hie, by Horace Hc^ey, The Forum, May. 
New Poetry, The, by William A^>enwall Bradley, The 

Bookman, October, 1914. 
••New" Poetry, The,— The Case for the Defendant, by 

Louis Untermeyer, Chicago Evening Poet, November 

IS, 1914. 
New Poets, The^ by Arthur Christopher Benson, The Oen- 

tury Magazine, March. 
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New Vene (wv^ by Hamioe Maeteriinck, Conrad Aiken, 

Percy MacKaje, Gale Toong Rke), by Floyd Ddl, 

Tk€ N0W BspmbUe, ^prtf 17. 
North of Boston (Poems faj Robert Frost), by Amy Lowell* 

Tk0 Nn^ R^pmbUe, F^brmmrf 9a 
North of Boston (Poems by Robert Frost), by Jessie B. 

Rittedbouse, N. T. Timi$9 BmfUw of Book^, May 16. 
Note to Balanstkm's Euripides, by Helen Ardiibald Clark, 

Po€t LoM, N0W T^m'B NwmbT, 1916. 
Notes for a Reriew of '"Ihe Spoon River Anthology," by 

Carl Sandbnri^ Tib* lAttU B^vUw, Matf. 
Noyes, Alfred, See a Renascence, l^ Joyce Kilmer, N, T. 

Times Mtu^azime SscUau, Murek 98. 
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